
SLOW START 


There was no backing ouf now: I v/as down io my 
panlies and bra and he was already taking of? his 
pants. In a moment he'd come to me and, though 
I'd want him, I was sure it would be no good. 

Frank put his arms around me and unhooked my 
bra. 

"No," I cried. "Let's forget it." 

He picked me up and carried me to the bed. 
"Give if a chance," he said. "This time it'lf be differ- 
ent. Refax — you'll see." 

Sure, I thought— only I didn't believe him. He 
was kissing me gently, kneading my breasts and I 
wanted to laugh at how patient he was. Then his 
lips touched the tips of my breasts and a tingling 
sensation started in the pit of my stomach. This 
would only make it worse, ! thought, trying to push 
him away. 

His hand had moved down over my stomach, his 
fingers stopping — searching, then starting again 
with subtle, knowing perfection. I could feel my 
buttocks tighten, thighs arching forward as my back 
grew rigid. Suddenly, I was digging my nails into 
his shoulders, feeling a tension I had never felt 
before. 

His hands were on my thighs, burning me. Then 
he stopped. 

\ gripped his shoulders. "Please— don't stop. . . ." 







Chapter One 


I jerked away from him then jumped to my 
feet and began buttoning my blouse; the top two but- 
tons. It was as far as he’d gotten and even that was too 
far. My fingers were trembling. I wondered what was 
wrong with me — why I’d ever let him touch me like 
that. I shouldn’t have let him come up. 

He leaned back and lit a cigarette, seemingly relaxed 
but his free hand kept clenching and unclenching. 

“Don’t bother lighting that,” I offered with cold con- 
tempt, “Get out.” ' 

“Come off it EUie.” He struck a match, drawing the 
smoke deep into his lungs. 

“Come off what? I told you to get out! ” 

“You loved it.” 

■ I could feel the color rising to my cheeks. 

“Just answer .me one question — ” he cz. 
“okay ? WTiat the hell are you saving it for.’ ’’ 

I swallowed hard, “That’s disgusting." 

“WTaat? Sex? You sure as hell dfdn’: c- 

minutes ago.” 



I could feel the tears welling up in my ey'es^ and 
looked away so he wouldn’t see. ^'Look, this is 
my apartment and I’m asking you to leave.” 

“It’s raining.” 

“You’ll live.” 

He grinned. “Wouldn’t you feel lousy if I didn’t?” . 

“No.” 

He hesitated, then stood up. I took a good look at 
him. He was tall— about six-foot four with blond hair 
and gray eyes. I looked at his shoulders; his arms — 
and remembered all the times I’d dreamed of having 
those arms around me, only not like this. It wasn’t sup- 
posed to have turned out like this. 

“So, really — What are you saving it for?” he said, 
smirking. 

“I asked you to leave.” 

“A girl with a body like yours!” He shook his head. 
“How old are you?” 

\ “What?" 

“About my age. About twenty-nine, right?” 

“Vm twaity-sevcn!’’ I was sorry as soon as I’d said 
it. He’d wanted to know — it was none of his business, 
and he’d won I 

“So you’re twenty seven. And next year, you’ll be 
twenty eight, then twenty nine ” 

“That’s usually the way it happens,” I answered 
dryly, 

“And you’re gorgeous. But ten years from now, you 
won’t be. You still going to be saving it?” 

“I wish you’d stop using that expression.” 

“Pardon me.” It came out sarcastic. “I didn’t mean 
to be vmlgar. But don’t you think you cheated — at least 
a little?” 
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I walked to the window and lit a cigarette. “I don t 
know what you’re talking about.” Only I knew I was 
kidding myself. Blake was assistant head of the pub- 
lic relations department in the company where I’d 
worked as a secretary almost since graduation from 
high school. I’d wanted him to notice me from the first 
day I met him, but there was nothing wrong with that. 
So maybe I had kidded around and implied I might be 
interested in going to bed with him, but it wasn’t tny 
fault if he took it seriously. I only wanted him to pay 
some attention to me. 

Only then I started wondering why. I knew all the 
rumors about him — ^how he’d been divorced twice for 
playing around with other women — so it couldn’t have 
been that I wanted to marry him. When I got married, 
it would be forever. And it couldn’t have been that I 
wanted his companionship, either — I didn’t even like 
him. He was smooth and charming when it came to 
anyone who might get the agency some publicity, but 
anyone who’d been around the office for even a week 
knew it was all an act. 

The only reason left was that I wanted to go to bed 
with him; only that was ridiculous. 'l didu’f want him I 
It was just that when he touched me, something hap-' 
pened— something I didn’t want that made my heart 
beat faster and sent little shivers all through me. And 
he knew it; dammit, he knew it I 

«You know what I’m talking about,” he answered 
quietly. “Why did you invite me up here?” 

“I-I asked you for coffee. It’s raining, and I 

thought you might want some coffee before you went 
aome.” 

He grinned. “Yeah?” 
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I 


“Will you get out?” 

“Sure ” He put his hands on my shoulders and 

I started to break away, but the whole thing was hap- 
pening all over again; I wanted more. I didn’t know 
'whal I wanted. 

He ran his hands throu^ my hair. “Hey, red- 
head ” he whispered, “Hey, ElUe ” 

‘mat?” 

He kissed me and at first I stayed rigid, then ray 
arms were around him, my lips meeting his, wanting 
the closeness of his body, the feel of his hands moving 
hard over my thighs then up to my breasts. 

I’d alwaj'S sworn I’d never sleep with a man outside 
of marriage, only that was before — before I’d looked 
in the mirror and realized I was twenty-seven and 
alone; before I’d known there were no enchanted eve-- 
nings with a stranger across the room who’d fall in 
.Jove with me. Oh sure, I could have married the boy 
' 'Pxt door, but I’d wanted more. I suppose it was funny, 
i'd wanted more, and here I was with Blake Gelezio 
wondering whether I’d go all the way for the simple 
reason that his arms were strong and he was attractive 
and wanted me. 

“EUie ” he whispered, “Ellie, baby — nuts 

about you.” 

I knew he was lying. So what? As long as he kept 
pretending, so could I, It was a stupid little scene we 
were playing. If only he’d left— if only he’d left with- 
out touching me, I’d have been able to think more 
clearly. It had been all right when I’d broken away . 
from him; when he’d first tried to open my blouse. 
If only it hadn’t been Blake. I thought of other guys 
who’d tried— guys with at least some small de^ee of 
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tenderness or respect for me — ^guys I’d liked~men I 
could call Jriends, but Blake— a conceited sun god, tall 
and blond and crude? I "wondered "what perverse 
sense of justice made Blake the one I let touch me ■ 
made Blake the one I’d dreamed about as I’d never 
"wanted to dream about any man I wasn’t married to. 

I haven’t decided, I thought, 1 haven’t decided 
either way, Mr. Irresistable Gelezio, it’s np to you. 

I felt his lips against my throat. “Honey, there’s 
nothing wrong about it. You’re wasting time— you’re 
wasting years, and what does it get you? ” 

I wondered whether this was his standard line "with 
virgins. I remembered the first time a guy had told me 
his "Wife didn’t understand him. I’d felt so sorry — ^so 
sympathetic. It seemed like centuries ago. 

“A girl like you — ^you could really live. There’s a 
whole world, honey — a whole big world you don’t know 
anything about.” 

“And you’re just the guy to show it to me, right?” 

He dropped his arms and stepped back. I didn’t 
know whether I was glad or disappointed. “You want 
it. Both of us know that.” - 

I turned away. “My room-mate’s due back any min- 
ute.” 

“You told me she was gone until tomorrow morning.” 

I’d forgotten. His remembering had made the whole 
thing seem twice as stupid. 

“I could make you like it,” he added quietlj', 

“That’s what I like about you, Blake— War ever- 
whelming modesty.” 

He laughed. “Part of my charm.” 

“Do you really think you’re chaimins".'-' I tths 
estly curious. “ 
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“When I want to be,” he answered frankly. 

I had to agree. I’d seen it. I’d seen it with anyone 
who could do the company any good. His boss was due 
to retire nest year and Blake would move up; he’d be 
the youngest department head in the company. Blake 
Gelerio, Public Relations. Mr. Gelezio; it was what 
he expected to be called. Anyone a rung or so below 
him was first-name — anyone in authority was Mister. 
And soon, h^d be in authority. WTiat the hell? In a 
year, he could probably use his influence to get me a 
raise. We were in different departments, but his salary 
was already way above what the guy I worked for was , 
getting — so I guess that made Blake more important. 
Or, at least I was sure Blake would see it that way. , 

I moved onto the couch. “Rain’s letting up.” 

“Yeah.” He let out a deep breath. “Ellie — ^I — I’ll go 
if you really want me to.” 

His raincoat was han^g on the outside of the closet 

eside mine. The carpet had little dark spots where 

e water had dripped. He grabbed the coat, then hesi- , 
tated. “You’re a nice kid.” 

I glanced up, surprised. ‘Tou just spent the evening 
telling me I wasn’t a kid — ^how I was getting old and 
decrepit.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t mean it.” 

“Then why the hell did you say it?” 

“I wanted to be sure.” 

“Sure about what?” 

You, ’ he answered simply, ‘Wou said you — ^you’d 
never— anyway, I wanted to be sure.” 

‘my?” 

“I was curious. There aren’t many girls like you. I— 
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I wouldn’t do anything to change it. Like I said, you re. 

anicekid.” . w 

At first, I could hardly keep my face straight IncU 

I stopped trying. “You lousy liar 1 " 

*‘Euh?” He looked uncomfortable. 

I laughed. “You mean you couldti’t do anj-thing to 
change it. You tried— I’ve never seen an\d)ody tr>- so 
hard.” 

“Now wait a minute ” 

“Sure. Go ahead. I can always use a good lau^. ' 
His face got scarlet. 

“Go ahead,” I prodded. “Tell me all about lover boy 
Gelezio’s sudden streak of conscience and charity." I 
knew it wasn’t fair. It wasn’t his fault he was the cue 
I wanted; it wasn’t his fault anymore than it was imiis. 
Heaven only knew he’d done nothing to encourage me, 
I laughed, just thinking about it. He’d insulted me — 
pawed me — shammy as hell. It was the ‘paws’ Pd 
liked — ^not the guy they belonged to or the way he used 
them. Sure, I’d wanted him to touch me, but rot Phe 
that; not like a dirty little kid gulping an ice cream 
cone. I’d wanted the kids in the magszire ads. aZ; 
dean and sweet with some degree of appredadem rro 
slobbering with self-righteous greed. 

Appreciation; maybe that was what Fd warte-f — 
not as though I were doing him a favor, but to at least 
feel that going to bed with me meant mere to 
a free drink or elegant dinner on the emeusc aumurt. 

I tried to imagine how the evening would have 
if I’d been in a position to do him some read a'^th- 
company; if my boss had been one cf the~ 
dents instead of poor old Sir. Lewis in me shurdm 
partment. " 
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His face was still scarlet, lips tMa. “I could have 
you fired.” 

‘'After eight years? I doubt it” 

“I don’t” 

“You’re changing the subject.” I laughed, “Besides, 
surely you wouldn’t want anybody th inkin g that that 
was how lover-boy Gelezio made his conquests — by 
holding an axe over the poor little secretary’s head.” 

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it! ” 

“Excuse me,” I offered with overdrawn politeness, 
“I guess I’m not very bright. Just what did you mean?” 

“I ” He broke off and looked at me like he was 

finally feeling about me as I’d felt about him all eve- 
ning. I’d known what he meant — not that he’d have me 
fired; he’d been telling me in his own quaint way that 
his name was Mr. Gelezio. 

The doorbell rang. I turned my head and called,- 
“Corae in ” 

Blake looked startled. “Who is it?” 

“If I knew things like that without looking, I’d be 
wasting my time as a secretary,” 

It rang again. 

I got up, “It’s locked. I forgot.” 

I opened the door. It was Dave Kelly from across 
the hall. He grinned. “Hi. Got a cigarette?” 

I smiled. “I thought you quit.” 

“I did. Six times.” 

I laughed. “Come on in.” 

Blake was still holding his raincoat. I nodded to- 
wards him. “Dave — Blake Gelezio. Blake — Dave 
Kelly.” 

Dave stuck out his hand. “Hi.” 
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Blake took it with a side glance at me. “Glad to 
know you,” 

I tried to keep my face strai^t. Blake’s glance had 
saidj who is he? I knew I’d be flattering myself if I 
thought it was anything resembling jealousy. It was 
merely a question of could he do any thin g for the com- 
pany. I foimd myself wondering half-consciously 
whether he could. I doubted it. I knew he was some 
kind of editor with one of the major publishing firms, 
but that was about all I knew. I figured he’d have to be 
fairly successful to afford his apartment. I knew what 
I was paying for a similar layout, and I split down the 
middle with Janet. Also, his had a view of the river; 
oiurs didn’t. I knew because one evening about six 
months ago, I’d lost my keys, the super wasn’t in and 
I had about an hour to kill until Janet got back. I’d 
been sitting on the floor in the hall for about twenty 
minutes when he came along and invited me in for 
coffee. He made a semi-pass, I turned him down and 
that was the end of it — except for the occasional times 
I saw him in the halls or, like now, when one of us 
wanted to borrow something. 

As I looked at him now, I thought he was attractive. 
He was wearing a white shirt with the sleeves rolled 
up and gray slacks. His eyes were blue, hair dark 
brown. I guess I’d always been attracted to him, but 
from the parade of females who showed up with him 
at night and didn’t leaveimtil morning, I’d never • 
hoped for a second look from him. Only now it t* 
ferent; now my reasons for turm'ng dowL„, , 
and everybody else — those reasons 

He glanced around the room. “Cfgc 
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I laughed and grabbed them from the coffee table. 
“Dave, I can’t let you tfo this to yourself I” 

He held out his hand. “Come onl” 

“How long has it been?” 

“Two months, one week, four days.” 

I backed away, clutching the pack against my chest. 
‘Tm proud of you.” 

He made a fast lunge. 

,I ducked and ran behind one of the chairs. “I just 
want you to think it over — this is nothing for a snap 

decision ” 

“It’s not a snap decision.” 

“You sure?” 

He dropped his arras to his side and grinned. 
“Honey, I have been thinking of nothing else for two 
months, one week and four days! ” 

I laughed. “Okay.” I tossed him the pack. 

Blake had his lighter all ready. I should have ex- 
pected it; it was the ‘public relations’ thing to do. Dave 
looked pleasantly surprised. He took a deep drag and 
■'miled, “Thanks.” I knew it was an act, but for some 
'•■y reason, I was glad Dave didn’t. Maybe if he 
thought someone as smooth and charming as Blake 
was interested in me, there might be something about 
me worth noticing. Only I knew it was a pipe dream. 
Dave wanted one thing from a woman — and I’d already 
said no. I began wondering whether all men were like 
that — at least all the attractive ones who were .old 
enough for me and not married. Maybe that was the 
key to the Cinderella story — the hidden gimmick-^ — 
the thorn with the rose; Cinderella was not twenty- 
seven years old. 
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He was still holding the pack. “Hey, this all you 
have?” 

I smiled. “No. You can keep them.” - 
“m get you some more.” 

“You don’t have to.” 

He laughed. “The way I keep quitting and running 
over here, it could get expensive.” 

He headed for the door with a nod to both of us. “So 

long.” 

Blake smiled. “Nice meeting you.” 

He closed the door. I looked at Blake and smiled sar- 
castically. “Was it really nice meeting him?” 

“Who is he?” 

“Want to know something funny? I thought you’d 
ask that question 1 ” 

“Yeah, that’s a regular side-splitting joke. Who is 
he?” 

“Head of the Department of Sanitation, Think of 
the lighter fuel you wasted.” 

He grabbed my wrist, swinging me around so I was 
fadng him. He kissed me, hard and rough, then 
dropped his arms. “So long, redhead.” 

- 1 closed my eyes, stUl feeling his hps against mine. 
He’d been rough. Maybe that was why Blake had 
come so close; maybe I needed somebody rough — 
maybe without it, I’d never have the guts to go through 
with it. Maybe I needed somebody I knew would ig- 
nore it if I told him to stop at the last minute. I’d been 
angry that he hadn’t particularly cared about me, but 
maybe somebody who did care wouldn’t try so hard. I 
looked back over the number of men who had gotten 
protective— protective, then bored. I thought of the 
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ones who’d wanted to marry me. There had been three. 
One of them, the first, had lived down the block from 
us in the small Pennsylvania town where I grew up. 
One of the last letters I’d received from my parents 
before they died three years ago had described his wed- 
ding. The second, I hadn’t trusted because, in my 
idealistic virtue, I’d been insulted when he made a pass 
before he proposed and I decided that he didn’t really 
love me — ^that he only proposed because all else had 
failed. I realized later I’d been wrong— too much later. 

The third, I’d simply been unable to fall in love with. 
I’d been twenty-three and was still looking for the 
stranger on an enchanted evening. Bill had been far too 
solid. I suppose if I had it to do over again, he’s the 
one I would have accepted. But Bill was also married 
— ^married with one child and another on the way. I’d 
run into him about four months ago and he’d greeted 
me like an old friend — like someone he was fond of and 
respected, but it didn’t take anything particularly bril- 
liant to see that the love was gone. 

\ I looked at Blake. He turned the collar up on his 
wOat and reached for the doorknob. In a couple 
seconds, he’d be gone and I’d be alone; alone in bed, 
wanting him, dosing my eyes and wondering what it 
would be like to have him there beside me with 
his arms around me. And why not? It was a question I 
couldn’t answer anymore. I wanted him. What are you- 
.savmg it for? It was a crude question, crudely asked by 
the sun god, but suddenly I’d run out of answers. 
Okay, the movies and all the sunny little love stories 
in magazines were lies, but at least I could have half; 
half of the happy ending— the part they generally left 
■ to the reader’s immagination. 
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Chapter Two 


I heard the door open; I felt it when he sat on , 
the other side of the bed. He put his hands on my 
shoulders and pushed until I was lying down, I’d 
■wanted it to be dark, but the door was ajar and the dim 
light from the living room filtered in. 

He’d taken off the raincoat, but still had his suit 
jacket on. He kissed me and I knew I was tense — or 
^ maybe scared would be a more honest description; 
scared and lightheaded, almost as though I’d been- 
drinking. I suppose it was funny — I’d been so careful 
not to drink — not when I was with Blake. This was 
our third date. I remembered back to the days when I 
was sixteen and made it a point never to kiss a boy be- 
fore the third date. I smiled. How times change! 

I watched while he got out of his jacket; how the 
, material of his shirt pulled tight across his chest when 
he stretched his arms. 

He tossed it on the floor and stretched out beside 
me. He touched my breast and I started to stop him; 
conditioned reflex, I guess. He ignored me and went 
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on as though I hadn’t done anything. I closed .my 
eyes. Yes, that was good. He wouldn’t stop. No matter 
what I said or did, this was really it. 

I felt like I was watching from some great distance. 
So this is what happens after the fadeouts, 1 kept 
thinking, okay — show me whaVs next. 

He propped himself up on one elbow and began un- 
buttoning my blouse. I looked at his face. It was in- 
tense and I wondered what he was thinking. I won- 
dered what he’d think if he could read my thoughts. 
There was an old woman who lived in a shoe; she had 
so many children because she didn’t know any better. 
Didn’t know what to do. Only Blake knew. One thing 
I’d never heard about Blake Gelezio was that he’d got- 
ten any of his girls pregnant. 

He opened the blouse and pressed his hands against 
my breasts. He grabbed my shoulders and then I was 
sitting up, the blouse somewhere between us, his fing- 
ers yanking at the straps on my bra and slip. “Take it 
easy, will you?” 

“Well dammit, you could help — ^ — ” 

First I was startled, then I laughed. “That’s what I 
like about you, Blake — ^your tender sensitivity.” 

“Save it for some other guy.” 

“Save what?’’^ 

“The smart cracks.” 

“You really hate me, don’t you?” I felt like laugh- 
ing, then suddenly wondered whether I was hysterical. 

‘‘Ouch ” He was yanking at the bra and he’d pulled 

so hard it hurt. 

He dropped his hands. “You do it.” He wiped the 
sleeve of his shirt over his forehead and it was the first 
time I noticed how much he was sweating. 
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he’d succeeded, but at this particular moment, 1 was 
the one who was coming out ahead. 

Only not very far — I knew if I didn’t finish the job, 
he would. 

I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off the girdle. 
It struck me funny; a girdle is such an unromantic 
piece of clothing. 

He grabbed me around the waist and pulled me 
down beside him. Then his hands were all over me and 
who the hell cared if he was crude and rough and didn’t 
give a damn about anything except the sex? 

He yanked my slip up over my waist, then grabbed 
at my panties and that was when I got so scared I was 

afraid I’d start screaming. “Don't ” I was trying 

so hard to keep it from sounding hysterical, it came 
out low and almost inaudable. 

He was fixing his own clothes, hands trembling, and 
I looked away. 

“Don’t what?" 

“Don’t ” 

He hooked his thumbs under the elastic of my 
panties and yanked them off before I could do much 
about it. The tension in my thighs cried for re- 
lease, but through pleasure, not pain and the roughness 
of his hands made promises which terrified me. Fear 
and helplessness mingled with desire and locked forces 
in a wave of nausea that swelled then passed — and I 
gave silent thanks that it passed 1 My breasts ached 
with pent-up .longing: I wanted him to touch my 
breasts as he had earlier. Give me a chance, I thought, 
don't let It be like thisl 

I tried twisting my legs, but I don’t think he even 
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miliation would be the worst part of sleeping with a 
rnan I wasn’t married to. Or maybe I was jumping to 
condusions — maybe it woidd be the worst part, only 
that was for the future. For now — for this moment, 
what mattered— what really mattered was the disap- 
point'inent! 

So (dl of it was lies. Not just the happy ending, but 
the implications of what came afterwards. I wondered 
how Cinderella must have felt — or Sleeping Beauty — 
or Snow White. 

I wished he’d go home. It wasn’t supposed to be like 
this. 

He put his hand on my shoulder and I checked 
a sudden impulse to puU away. It would be too melo- 
dramatic; he might take it as the wronged little virgin 
being angry with the big bad wolf. I added Red Rid- 
ing Hood to my list of disappointed princesses, then 
crossed her off. No, Red Riding Hood had been spared 
the fate of the others. 

The lump in my throat was so solid I thought I’d 
start choking. I’m still not even sure why I cared, but 
it mattered that Blake shouldn’t see me cry. Maybe I 
was afraid he’d laugh at me. Maybe the humiliation 
was setting in and, with it, a vulnerability to how stu- 
pid I’d look lying there with tears wetting the pillow 
case, stiU wearing my slip and bra, naked from the 
waist down. I wanted to pull down the slip and the 
idea struck me as comical; as though I were still con- 
cerned that he shouldn’t see me. Ever3dhing else was 
all right as long as he didn’t look. 

“EUie 

“■^Tiat?” My lips were shaking. I felt like I could 
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manage it for the rest of my Kfe to never ask for any- 
thing else if only I could keep from crying just this, 
once. 

He looked concerned. “Hey, I— I’m sorry if I hurt 
you much " 

“You didn’t — 

“Oh come on— you’re crying.” 

“I am 7Wt crying 1” Only it wasn’t true anymore. I 
rolled onto my stomach and grabbed the pillow. 

He laid his hand on my back. “Hey, it’s nothing to 
get iZ/oi shook up about ” 

I sat up and yanked down my slip, then faced him. 
“That’s what I like about you, Blake— your over- 
whelnung sensitivity and understanding.” 

“Look, it was the first time. You can’t expect it to be , 
perfect.” 

“And you’d know, wouldn’t you? You’d know all 
about it.” 

He sounded annoyed. “Maybe I’m just stupid, 
honey, but I don’t get it.” 

“Yeah, maybe you are stupid I” I was sorry as soon 
as I’d said it. It had that same ring of the dishonored 
virgin I’d been so worried about before. I don’t know 
why I even cared what he thought and, maybe by to- 
morrow, I wouldn’t — but now — for this moment, it 
mattered one hell of a lot. 

. His eyes narrowed. “Don’t give me that — you’re no 
naive high school kid.” 

“Don’t give you what?” 

“Like it was all my fault.” 

I was really batting a thousand. First the tears, now 
he was thinking exactly what I hadn’t w'anted him to. 
“No,” I answered quietly, “I don’t think it was your 
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fault. I don’t think any of it was your fault,” I meant 
it. If it hadn’t been Blake, it would have been someone 
else and I’d be kidding myself if I didn’t admit it. At 
least now it was over. With someone else, I might 
have been able to stop them — stop them and never 
see them again, which would mean I’d have to start all 
over from the beginning with somebody else. 

‘‘It can be better — ^it will be better.” 

“Yeah — ^sure.” 

He leaned over me. I think he was planning to kiss 
me, and I jerked my head away. 

“What the hell is this ? You mad ? ” 

“No, I’m not mad. Okay?” 

“No, it’s not okay. You act like I committed some 
sort of crime.” 

I bit my lip, then propped myself up on my elbow, 
facing him. “Look, I’m not angry. I don’t blame you. 
It’s just — ^it’s what you said, it wasn’t very good for 
me. Maybe you’re right — ^maybe it can be better — 

It was certainly worth thnking about. Seemed there’d 
have to be more to it than that; a lie that big couldn’t 
have survived for so many centuries. 

He touched my breast and I pushed him away. 

“But not tonight,” I concluded. 

He looked disappointed. “But Ellie, honey — 
baby — ” 

“No,” I cut in flatly. 

He sat up. “When?” 

“I— I’UcaUyou.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“Ellie ” He moved his arms around me, and 1 

liked it. I found myself wanting him to touch me; to 
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start everything all over again, only I knew it 
wouldn’t lead anywhere — at least not anywhere t 
wanted to go. The thrill of his touch; the excitement of 
his hands against my body— maybe I should have. left 
it there, but no — not me; I’d had to know all of it. At 
least before, I’d been able to dream about him— to be- 
lieve it might be wonderful to wake up in the night 
and find his arms around me. 

I shoved him away and stood up. “I said no.” 

“I don’t like to leave it like this.” 

“Obviously.” 

“I don’t want you to think I ” He broke off. At 

first I didn’t get it; then the dawn came up like thun- 
der, I started to smile, but checked myself — fast. 
That would be all I’d need — for him to think I was 
laughing at him. “Blake,” I began gently, “I don’t 
think — I mean, I don’t think anything was your fault. 
It was fne, not you.” At least I thought so. Maybe it 
would have been better if he’d been more gentle, but 
I honestly didn’t know. Besides, I’d expected some- 
thing automatic; like pulling a switch and a light goes 
on. 

Anyway, if he had been more gentle — if he’d given . 
me any kind of a choice, I probably would have backed 
out. 

I thought of Dave across the hall. I wondered 
whether it would be the same with him. Maybe it . was 
all the same. Oh sure, the buildup and the words 
would be different — they were all separate people, but 
In the last moment; in the final reach-for-a-star analy- 
sis,,there was nothing but restlessness and sweat. 

. He got his clothes back in order. I hadn’t noticed 
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that he hadn’t already done it nntil I saw him turn 
away and take care of it. - 

He straightened his tie. I remembered him asking 
me what was so unusual about taking off my clothes — 
didn’t I do it every night? I suddenly got a picture of 
him every morning, selecting a tie then putting it on 
and straightening it like he was doing now. 

He grabbed his jacket and slipped into it. There 
was a white thread clinging to the sleeve. He lifted it 
off with two delicate fingers, balled it up and tossed it 
onto the floor. Then he pulled out his comb and ran it 
through his hair; the corn silk hair of the sun god. “Do 
I have lipstick on my face?” 

I’m not sure why, but the question irritated me. “I 
can’t see. The light’s too dim.” Maybe it was that in a 
way, I felt as though he were brushing me off — ^not 
that he didn’t want to see me again, more as though I’d 
meant about as much to him as a small thread on his 
sleeve or a lipstick smear. 

He walked out of the room. I picked up a robe and 
waited in the doorway. The light in the bathroom 
flicked on. I took about eight steps and could see him 
standing in front of the mirror, carefully removing the 
lipstick with a kleenex. His eyes met mine reflected in 
the mirror. He smiled. It was almost as good as the 
'public relations’ smile he might give a reporter and I 
suppose I should have been flattered, but somehow. I 
just couldn’t manage it. 

He walked out and started for the door. 

“You forgot your raincoat,” I offered quietly. 

“Huh? Oh, thanks He went back to the .r-r^ 

and grabbed it. 
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I smiled. “At least it’s stopped raining— you won’t 
drown.” 

He looked like he didn’t quite know how to take it. 
I left it up to his own judgement. 

He got into the coat then walked out. 

I stood staring at the couch and waited until I 
heard the door close behind him. 

I went into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the 
bed. Then I lay down, doubled my legs up against my 
stomach and cried for a long time. 

I got up about an hour later and took a shower. My 
eyes were swollen and red. I tied my hair back and 
slapped cold cream over my face — thick enough that 
by morning, I knew the skin would look soft. 

How quickly the years had gonel My complerion 
was drying and I wasn’t being neurotic about the little 
lines around my eyes — ^they were really there. -I stood 
naked in front of the bathroom mirror. My breasts 
were still firm and my waist was thin. My thighs were 
a little heavier than I wanted them to be and I decided 
I’d better start getting off the bus two or .three stops 
early and walking the rest of the way as I’d done in 
other periods of sudden self-consciousness over the re- 
sults of sitting most of the day. 

I smiled. It was still a good body — ^hke the cover 
girls on pin-up magazines, except for my thighs from 
certain angles. 

I got into a pair of pajamas and went back to bed. 
I thought of Blake — ^how he’d been lying where I was 
Ijung now. 

I closed my eyes. It was a long time before sleep 
came. 

I woke up the next morning when Janet came in. She 
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parked on the edge of the bed and shook me. 
“Hey 

I rolled over and opened my eyes. “Huh? Oh, 


“What a lazy way to spend a Saturday! You should 
be up and out for your morning constitutional 1 ” . 
riaughed. “You take it for me.” 

She smiled. “Ellie, he’s so cute ” 

“Huh — oh, you mean the baby.” 

Janet had a married sister out in Queens with a 
new baby — 1 guess he was about four months old. It 
was where she’d spent the night. Janet was twenty-two 
with an honest naivete that sometimes seemed like an 
act to people who didn’t know her. Charlie, her steady 
I boyfriend was finishing college under the GI bill and 
it was understood that someday in the nebulous future, 
after he’d graduated, they’d be married and move to 
either Brooklyn or Queens and raise a happly lit- 
tle family like in all the magazine ads for household 
products. What she lacked -in the brain department, 
she more than made up for in simple good-heartedness. 
I knew she and Charlie weren’t sleeping together: he 
loved her far too much to hurt her and Janet was the 
kind of girl who would be hurt by an affair. Her par- 
ents lived way out in the wild country of Brookljn.'hrt 
through training in her secretarial school and a :ar“ 
long association with city people, she’d manarsd r: 
avoid what is. commonly known as a Brcckl~ arcsm 
Charlie- was -a student at NYU. She’d nrs hrr m 
a party about two years ago. 

She grinned. “Last week, he lecked --.r- ~~ 
he’s getting to look more = ~~.- 


It’s amazing how fast they chanse," 



I yawned. “What time is it?” 

“Almost noon. How was your date last night ? ” 

I smiled, dryly. “It was qmte a date.” 

She sounded excited. “You liked him, huh?” 

“Well I didn’t say that 

She shook her head. “HonesUy, Elh'e, you should 
get yourself a steady fella so you could settle down. 
You don’t want to be a secretary /oret;er.” 

“Thanks for telling me.” 

Her face got serious. “Fm sorry.” 

“It’s okay.” I sat up. “Besides, it was only Blake 
Gelezio.” 

“The blonde guy? He’s cute.” 

“Well I wouldn’t say he’s exactly ^cnte’ " 

She stood up. “Oh, 3'ou know what I mean.” 

I smiled. “Yeah, I guess I do.” 

She flopped back onto. the bed. “Hey, I’m seeing 
Charlie tonight — 1 could ask him to bring a friend.” 

“Janet ” 

She looked guilty. ‘ Weah?” 

“You’re feeling sorry for me.” 

“No I’m not. Frank liked you a lot — remember?” 

I smiled. “Yeah, I remember.” Frank had been 
Janet’s first and last attempt at matchmaking for me 
, through Charlie. Charlie and Frank had been in the 
army together. Frank was a Brooklyn police detec- 
tive, only not like the ones in the movies. He was 
sharp, blunt, insensitive and one of the most-logical 
human beings I’d ever met. I smiled. He’d shown such 
respect for me because I was a 'nice’ girl. He’d ever 
called me twice for other dates, but I’d turned hin 
down. I remembered how I’d been attracted to him- 
like Blake, only it hadn’t been as strong. I remembere 
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how rd kept wishing he’d keep his mouth shut and 
put his arms around me, only at that time, I’d been 
twenty-five and on guard against that kind of thing so 
there’d been no sense in ever seeing him again. 
Twenty-five; it was when I’d first started to wonder 
with some degree of xmeasiness what was' delaying 
Prince Charming, but there was still hope. 

I wondered how I’d feel about him now. I remem-' 
bered how black his hair had been and how there’d 
been the shadow of a beard by the time we came back 
home. I tried to picture his reaction if I made a pass at 
him — or encouraged him to make one at me. I knew 
damn well he’d been around. I knew how strongly I’d 
been attracted. There was a masculinity about him 
that a girl could feel clear across a room. 

“What about Frank? Charlie ever hear from him?” 
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Chapter Three 


“Sure.” 

I shook my head. “They were an unlikely team.” 

She seemed surprised. “Why? They were in the 
army together.” 

“Yeah, but that doesn’t necessarily make people 
friends. I mean, aside from the army, what have they 
got in common? A college student maioring in phar- 
macy and a police detective. And besides, there are 
times when Frank’s grammar slips ” 

She looked at me seriously. “ElUe, you expect too 
much. Frank’s a nice guy.” 

“Frank’s a tough guy. Fd hate to have him arrest 
me.” 

She laughed. “Charlie told me Frank said his first 
toy was a switchblade — that while other kids were 
playing ‘pin the tail on the donkey’, he was playing 
‘stab the kids down the block’,” 

I was curious. “Frank really get in that kind of trou- 
ble when he was a kid ? ” 

She shook her head. “He always tried to stay clear 
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of it. Anyway, maybe that’s one reason he’s good for 
the kind of work he does— maybe he remembered how 
he used to think.” She smiled. “Besides, you liked 
him.” 

I nodded. “It was fun.” I remembered how we’d 
gone to a lot of crazy places in Greenwich Village that 
Charlie knew; none of the tourist traps. Then we’d 
driven to Brooklyn and taken the Staten Island Ferry. 
I kept remembering how Janet and Charlie kept hold- 
ing hands like a couple of high school kids, and Frank 
had told me how nice it was to be with a girl who didn’t 
want to go someplace and get drunk. 

She perked up. “Hey, I could ask Charlie to call him 
and see if he’s free 

“No, forget it. He’s probably already got a date. It’s 
Saturday ” 

“I could find out.” 

“He wouldn’t want to see me, honey. It’s been two 
years ” 

“He really liked you, EUie. Charlie says sometimes 
he asks about you.” 

I was skeptical. “How recently?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

I thought about it. It had sure been a lot of fun — 
even if I hadn’t liked Frank, it was fun watching Char- 
lie and Janet bat each other like a couple of puppies, 
laughing and thoroughly enjoying just being alive and 
together. And I had liked Frank. If nothing else, he’d 
been different. I’d been annoyed by the physical at- 
traction I’d felt, but the evening had still turned into 
something worth remembering. 

I threw back the covers and got out of bed. “Oka^— 
call him.”. 
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I went into the bathroom and rinsed off what was 
left of the cold cream. I looked sleepy, but at least my 
eyes weren’t all swollen and red from the crying. 

I was getting dressed when the doorbell rang. 

‘Til get it,” called Janet. 

“Okay.” 

I heard the door open and I heard Janet say “Hi.” 
Whoever it was, she’d sounded like she was glad to. see 
them, but then Janet always sounded that way unless 
it was someone she couldn’t stand, and she generally 
made that reaction equally obvious. 

I pulled my sweater down over the slacks and 
checked my make-up. The make-up every day, even . 
when I wasn’t planning to do much except sit aroimd 
the apartment, had also been added within the last two 
years. It was usually just powder and something to 
lighten the circles under my eyes plus pale lipstick and 
eyebrow pencil. 1 took a second look and wondered 
how much the circles were real and how much im- 
agined. At least my complexion was still good: dry, 
but smooth. I also knew that if I really wanted to, I 
^ could make myself look about twenty, but that took 
one hell of a lot of time. Besides, after one or 
two drinks towards the end of the evening, I found I’d 
generally gained a few years, but what the hell? I was 
still pretty — ^I’d even been told I was beautiful. I 
knew my hair was beautiful; shoulder length soft au- 
burn with copper highlights. I knew there were those 
who suspected I got it out of a bottle, but it wasn’t 
true. 

I heard a masculine voice asking for me and I 
walked into the living room. “Who is it?” 

“Dave from across the hall,” answered Janet. She 
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Besides, I liked Dave and this way I was at least a 
person to him — a person I felt he liked. On the other 
hand, maybe his whole bedroom harem also consisted 
of people — or at least maybe some of them still re- 
tained some degree of his respect. I simply didn’t know 
that much about it— not just ses, but what kind of re- 
lationship grew from it outside the bedroom. 

The phone rang and Janet answered with that really 
special TIi’ that paled all the others by comparison and 
I knew it was Charlie. 

I got up and went out to the kitchen. She kept her 
voice low, but every now and then, it got loud, excited 
and full of laughter. 

I scrambled some eggs and made myself a cup of 
coffee. 

It was at least twenty minutes before her head ap- 
peared at the kitchen doorway, all smiles. “He says it’s 
okay — about Frank, I mean.” 

“It took twenty minutes for him to tell you 

She laughed and sat down. “They’ll pick us up 
around six.” 

“Okay.” 

It was ten after six when the downstairs buzzer 
sounded. Janet was off like a rabbit, pushing it about 
two seconds after it rang. I laughed. “Haven’t you 
ever heard of playing hard to get?” 

She looked surprised. “With Charlie?^' 

, I smiled. “Nevermind.” . ^ 

She was wearing a yellow jersey dress with a flared 
skirt and looked about as pretty as I’d ever seen her. I 
was wearing a white sweater and a beige fitted-skirt. I 
had a jacket that matched the skirt and it made a nice 
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outfit— perfect for the cra2y, changeable September 
weather., Janet had an orlon sweater that was somehow 
just the wrong shade of brown, for the dress, but what 
the heck? To Charlie, it would be beautiful. 

She had the door open before they had a chance to 
ring the bell. I waited in the living room, feeling sud- 
denly self-conscious. 

They walked in. Both of them were wearing slacks 
and sport jackets. I suddenly wondered whether men 
called each other up and asked what they were plan- 
ning to wear like girls did in high school. Probably not. 

I looked at Frank and smiled. I^d forgotten how 
much rd liked him — or maybe it was just that I’d 
never given myself a real chance before. “Hi — ” 

He nodded. “Hiya.” 

I looked at his face, his shoulders and found myself 
feeling everything I’d felt before, only stronger. I won- 
dered whether it was due to Blake and last night — or 
maybe it was because of the years that had gone by. I 
knew I’d been changed by the years, even before I’d 
had anything much to do with Blake. 

Janet was talking a mile a minute and Charlie was 
standmg there with that same patient, tender smile I’d 
been so conscious of the first time I saw them together. 

Frank slipped his arm around my shoulders and we 
walked into the hall. I felt a tremor up my spine when 
he touched me, and found myself gritting my teeth. I 
didn’t want it to be like this — ^not so soon or so strong. 
I wondered what it would have been like if he’d been 
the one I was seeing as often as I’d seen Blake around 
the office; I wondered whether it would have been 
Frank mstead of Blake last night. How different it 
would have beenl I somehow just couldn’t picture 
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I felt uncomfortable. “I was busy.” 

“I think you’re lying.” 

I laughed. “Good heavens, is that how you tajk to 
your suspects?” 

He smiled. “Sometimes.” 

“Tell me all about it Ever beat up anyone you were 
questioning?” 

“Sure — constantly.” 

“N ow yoi^re lying.” 

“So if you already knew the answer, why did you 
ask?” 

“But I do«’f already know.” 

“You just said I was lying. That presupposes you 
know what’s true.” 

‘T give up.” 

“On what?” 

“Oh trying to say anything to you that isn’t abso- 
lutely logical and thoroughly thought out.” 

He laughed and tightened his arm around me. Our 
thighs were touching and I wondered whether he was 
as conscious of it as I was. 

' “Tell me, Mr. Detective, do women ever throw 
themselves at you like in the movies?” 

He looked startled. “I beg your pardon ” 

“You know — so you won’t take them in.” 

He laughed. “Not very often. It doesn’t work that 
way.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Huh?” 

“What doesn’t work that way?” 

“My job — ^it’s not like in the movies. At least not 
like in most movies.” 
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ing — as usual. It was usually on unrelated subjects, 
hopping back and forth so fast it was sometimes hard 
to keep up with her. The one train of continunity was 
that most of it was set off by things she sav;. A fat 
woman came in with a tall, skinny guy and it reminded 
her of the woman who’d lived next door to them in 



at you, you said ‘not very often’. Does that mean some- 
times they do?” 

“What’s the difference?” he asked awkwardly. 

“I’m embarrassing you. I’m sorry.” 

“No, you’re not embarrassing me. Yeah, some-, 
times I get offers. Like I said, not very often. It just 
doesn’t work tliat way.” 

“Ever take any of them up on it ?” 

“Huh?” He looked at me curiously and I told my- 
self to shut up. I suppose it would have been better 
if he’d told me to mind my own damn business— de- 
served it. I suppose I’d been trying to vicariously hop ' 
in bed with him without realizing it and now I was the 
one who felt awkward and self-conscious. 

I changed the subject and hoped it wasn’t too ob- 
vious. “Why do you and Charlie like each other — 
you’re so different.” 

“He’s a nice guy.” 

“But what do you talk about with him?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “How do you sum up 
.^conversations? Sometimes we talk about guns — ^both 
of us are interested. He’s studying pharmacy — some- 
times chemicals figure in on a case. He talks about 
Janet — I like listening — I like her” 

“Most people do. She is the most incredibly 
naive — ” 

He laughed. “Yeah, I know. When I first met her, I 
thought it was an act. Charlie assured me it wasn’t 
and I figured he’d really been taken ” 

They pulled into a parking lot and we followed. 

It was a nice restaurant; wood-paneled walls, mod- 
erate prices and good food. Janet did most of the talk- 
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ing — as usual, it was usually on unrelated subjects, 
hopping back and forth so fast it was sometimes hard 
to keep up with her. The one train of continunity was 
that most of it was set off by things she saw. A fat 
woman came in with a tall, skinny guy and it reminded 
her of the woman who’d lived next door to them in 
Brooklyn, so we heard all about the woman next door 
— how funny and wonderful she was. I suppose if the 
words she said were written down, it would make pretty 
dull reading, but the way she said it made all of it alive 
and it was fun listening. Also, there was something 
about her when she was with Charlie; something that 
changed her from a cute little girl into a beautiful 
woman. I suppose it was fimny that I thought of her as 
a little girl — ^she was only five years younger than I 
was. 

Five years. I tried to remember what I’d been like 
five years ago; could I ever have been as young and' 
bright-eyed as she was now? I suppose if it hadn’t 
been for her absolute trust in me— and just'-about 
everybody else, as far as that goes, I might have been 
jealous. It was somehow a feeling I’d never quite mus- ' 
tered ; she wouldn’t have understood it. 

I thought of how patiently Charlie was waiting for 
•the day when they’d be married. He was one year 
older than I was and apparently he’d given up all fe- 
male companionship except Janet and Janet was hardly 
taking care of his more physical inclinations. I remem- 
bered feeling that he was attractive the first time I met 

him. Id wound up feeling guilty even thinking about 
it. 

Frank was thirty-two. I glanced at him and won- 
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I wondered what was Frank’s idea of a date when 
he was on his own. I somehow doubted that it was the 
same as Charlie and Janet’s. 

We climbed back into the cars and he put his arm 
around me again. 

It felt good. 



Chapter Four 


Coney Island had changed — or maybe I’d 
changed. For one thing, it seemed dirtier and most of 
the signs could have used more than a little paint. 

The people seemed different too — with a loneliness 
so thick it startled me. Amusement park ? — maybe it 
should have been called an escape park. Escape into 
laughter! Even if the laughter didn’t come from any 
particularly deep inner spring. Escape into a swarming 
crowd of strangers where nobody knew your shortcom- 
ings and failures and heartaches. 

Janet seemed delighted. I shook my head. Maybe it 
•was me. I took Frank’s hand and held on. I wished we 
hadn’t come. 

She pointed to the nearest roller coaster. “I want to 
goon that!” 

I shuddered. “Not me.” 

“I’ll pass,” said Frank. 

She grabbed Charlie’s hand. “Come on! ” 

“Now wait a minute, take it easy ” He looked 

at Frank. “WTiere do you want to meet?” 
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' He shrugged his shoulders. ^‘How about on the 
other side of the ticket booth?” 

“Okay — when?” 

He hesitated. “Oh hell, might as well make it about 
an hour. I’m assuming you’ll be hooked for about half 
the rides here.” 

He nodded. “Ugh.” 

Janet laughed. 

Frank checked his watch. “It’s almost nine. We’ll 
meet you at ten.” 

“Okay.” 

They left with Janet practically running and Charlie 
slowing her down. 

Frank shook his head. “She’s changed that guy.” 
“ReaHy? How?” 

“If you’d known him when I first met him, you’d see 
it. He’s had a pretty rough time — lousy parents — the 
whole bit. Also, he was engaged when he went into the 
service. She married somebody else while he was 
gone.” 

“That’s rough ” 

“Yeah — but at least it wasn’t too late when he met 
Janet.” He looked at me, hands on his hips. “Well — 
what do you want to do? I could probably win you a 
teddy bear or something.” 

“Hey, you probably cojfhf — one of those shooting 
galeries.” 

He nodded. 

I took his hand. “I'think there are a gang of them 
up on the boardwalk— unless it’s changed,” I added 
quietly. 

“This place never changes — ^not really.” 

“You like it?” 
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“I used to go swimming here when I was a kid. 
Sometimes we couldn’t make the subway fare, so we’d 
hitch a ride.” 

“Who’s lyc?” 

“Huh? Oh, my brother.” 

“I didn’t know you had a brother.” 

“Bad brother. He was killed in Korea,” 

“Fm sorry ” 

“Forget it. Come on.” 

We started towards the boardwalk. 

He pulled out a cigarette pack, discovered it was 
emptj’' and tossed it away. “I need another pack.” 

There was a concession stand a few feet ahead. It 
was mobbed. 

“You wait here,” he said, walking off. 

I stood and waited, feeling suddenly self-conscious 
.as soon as he’d left. I glanced around and tried to keep 

■y eyes from meeting the eyes of any unattached 
u. Je. I could see him fighting bis way past the edges of 
the crowd, then disappearing inside. I knew he was be- 
ing considerate when he’d left me here, but somehow I 
still wished he hadn’t. 

“Well, hiya, gorgeous ! ” 

It came from behind me and I swung around. There 
were three of them; aU about eighteen-years-old with 
shoulders like construction workers. At first I thought 
they’d been drinking, but then I realized that wasn’t it 
— ^it was something else. 

“You all alone?” It came from a tall blond. His hair 
reminded me of Blake, but that was all. 

I started towards the concession stand, but one of 
tliem stepped in front of me. “\\Tiat’s the rush?” 
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I put my hands on my hips. I suppose it was stupid, 
but I was mad. ‘‘Are you crazy? Let me alone.” 

He nudged his friend and gtiimed.^“Hey Pete, tne 
lady wants to know if I’m crazy. Am I? 

“Who, youl No, notjmul” 

“No, I’m not crazy.” 

“Look, this place is jammed. AH I’ve got to co '-S 

raise my voice ” 

“And what? Some fuzz going to come nmnm : m-rg. 
Pete, you see any fuzz?” 

He shook his head. “Not me.” 

The whole thing was fantastic — ^Hke somstamg cm 
of a ‘B’ movie. It was all so unreal, I somei-ow ccmo^ r 
manage to get scared. At least that was ~tzx id 
thought — until one of them touched me. He put Ms 
hand on my back and I found myself looking around 
for a cop. There’d been at least half a dozen a couple 
minutes ago, 

“Now you ain’t going to raise your voice, are you? 
Not a nice girl like you. Come on. Let’s take a little 
walk.” 

. My hands were shaking. How long does it take to 
buy one lousy pack of cigarettes? Only maybe even 
Frank wouldn’t be enough. Sure, he’d know how to 
come out ahead in a fight, but there were thrcs of them 
and ^as Id said before, there was something wrong 
with them. Maybe it was drugs. I’d never seen a drug 
addict. Or maybe I was just imagining it. 

He shoved me. 


, I waited for an opening, then started to run, but : 
was no good— the tall one got in front of me, holdin 
out his arms like it was some kind of game At lem 
two passersby gave it a second look, but that was al 
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I wondered whether they’d keep on passing by if I 
started screaming. They’d already told me not to, 
but I couldn’t think which would be worse — to start 
yelling and have them start swinging or to go witli 
them. Maybe if I went with them, there’d be a cop 
somewhere along the way. 

“Come on, sweetie — move?’’ 

He pushed me and I almost lost my balance. “All 
fight- ” 

I’d taken about two steps when I saw Frank coming 
back. First he looked startled, then it seemed like he’d 
sized things up accurately. I wondered whether any 
other man I’d ever met would have caught on so 
quickly. One of them did a funny little dance step then 
let out a loud laugh and I suddenly wondered whetlier 
they were really crazy. 

Frank stepped in front of us. His face was so serious 
k frightened me. “Okay,” he announced calmly, 
?‘You’re under arrest.” 

‘Pete’ looked like it was lire funniest thing that had 
happened to him all week. ^'Arrest? What’s the 
charge?” 

“Kidnapping,” he answered dryly. “I might even be 
able to throw in possession of narcotics.” 

The tall one stepped in front of him, fists clenched. 
“Beat it, sonny — your mother’s calling you.” 

“Frank, look out!” Only I didn’t have to say it. 
I’d hardly gotten the words out before his fist had 
landed in the guy’s stomach. The rest of it went so 
fast I hardly remember, but I do still have a clear pic- 
ture of one of them flying over Frank’s back and letting 
out an animal-like shriek when he hit the ground. 
Then two of them were just about out. The third tried 
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“But — ^but they must have been insane. They’d 
never have gotten away with itl ” 

“They weren’t thinking that far ahead. They were 
hopped-up — ^you know — drugs.” 

“How do you know?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “It was obvious — did 
you notice their eyes?” 

“No. "ftTiy didn’t the poKce ask me to sign any- 
thing?” 

“It’ll depend on what the DA wants to charge them 
with. If they have any of the stuff on them, it’ll prob- 
ably be possession of narcotics.” 

“I thought you said it was kidnapping.” 

“Technically, it was.” 

“But they didn’t ” 

^‘Honey, they moved you where you didn’t want to 
*'■ . . That’s kidnapping,” 

' We were almost to the car. It was dark where we’d 

)arked it, o\-erlooking the water. There were several 
other cars at a discreet distance with couples who were 
necking. 

He unlocked the door and I climbed inside. He 
moved in behind the wheel. 

I stretched out my legs. “You’re quite a hero. Three 
at one blow] ” 

I looked at him and saw he was blushing. “Cut it out, 
okay?” 

“I’m sorry. Frank, I sorry. I wasn’t laughing at 
you. And I was awfully glad to see you — back there, I 
mean.” 

“Okay,” 

I shook my head, “It didn’t happen. It couldn’t have 
happened.” 
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He smiled. “Forget it.” 

“I’m sure I never will.” I shuddered. He slipped his 
arm around me and I cuddled about as close as I could 
get. I looked at him and he seemed self-conscious. 
Then I remembered last time — how I’d sat on the other 
side of the seat and pointedly not even given him the 
opportunity to try to kiss me. Maybe it was partly 
because I’d been afraid — afraid I might feel what I 
was feeling now. I knew he wasn’t very subtle. I won- 
'dered how strong a hint it would take. I touched his 
cheek — ^gently, and looked into his eyes when he faced 
me. He seemed surprised; I guess it wouldn’t take 
much of a hint at alll 

He kissed me and I was close to amazed by the gen- 
tleness of it. Then I decided he was probably still be- 
ing ‘polite’. Only it wasn’t what I wanted. 

I threw my arms around him, my fingernails dig- 
ging into the back of his neck and, thh time when our 
lips met, it was far from gentle. His tongeue touched 
mine and a shudder ran through me so strong I won- 
dered whether he’d felt it too, just from having his 
arms around me. 

He held me for a long minute and I knew he wanted 
to touch me ; knew he was trying hard not to. 

“Honey, you //aue changed!” 

“How would you know. Last time, you didn’t kiss 
me,” 

“Last time, you didn’t give me much chance.’ 

“I wanted you to,” 

“Yeah? Well it was certainly a well-kept secret. ’ 

“I wanted you to, but I disapproved of the general 
idea.” 

“I don’t get it.” 
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“It’s not important.” 

He kissed me again and this time, his hand moved 
over my breast. I wondered how much of it was a sud- 
den desire to test and find out how far I was willing to 
go. I’d really underestimated him. I suppose I 
shouldn’t have — ^I knew he was reasonably intelli- 
gent and probably one of the most experienced men I’d 
ever gone out with. 

I didn’t stop him. He reached under the sweater, 
touching me over tlie slip. By now, Blake would have 
said something, but not Frank, The strong silent type. 

I broke away and sat up stiffly. I wanted to laugh 
and forced myself not to. It was really funny — my sit- 
ting here petting; just like the kids used to do in high 
school. I wondered if Frank would tell Charlie. 

He pulled out a cigarette. “I don’t get it,” he said, a 
^ little angry. 

^ “What?” 

“You. You started it. What made you change . , 

“7 started it? I ” 

• He laughed. “Yeah.” 

I tried to keep my face straight, “Maybe I got tired 
of waiting for you to start it.” 

“You never gave me much encouragement before.” 

“That was two years ago.” 

“I can hardly wait for two years from now I ” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It wasn’t very nice. Forget it.” 

“Why aren’t you married?” 

“I was.” 

“I didn’t know that. What happened? Divorce?” 

\ “Yeah — ^it was along time ago.” 

“How long?” 
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He shrugged his shoulders as though the years had 
made talking about it a casual occurance. “I was nine- 
— she was seventeen. It was crazy. It lasted three 

years.” 

“Never wanted to try it again?” 

He laughed. “You proposing?” 

“No ” I answered quietly, “I was just curious.” 
“Why?” 

“I don’t know. I’m curious about yoti. Maybe it’s 
because I’ve never known anyone like you before.” 

“If I didn’t know you, I might think that was a line.” 
“You don’t know me ” 

He nodded. “But I think you’re honest — ^you don’t 
put on an act.” 

“Is that why you wanted to see me again — after last 
time?” 

“Partly — I guess. I mean, how the h-how would 
I know? I just wanted to see you again.” 

I laughed “That’s cute ” 

“What’s cMie?” 

“The way you watch your language. What are you 
like with other women?” 

“Well, honey, I wouldn’t be sitting, here having a 
conversation like this.” 

“No? What would you be doing?” 

“That an invitation?” 

“Invitation to what?” 

He snubbed out the cigarette and took me into 
his arms. We kissed and this time, both of his 
hands moved under the sweater in the back, touching 
the catch on my bra. I remembered how Blake had 
pnked; with Frank, it was different. He had it open 
in about two seconds. Then one hand was resting com- 
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fortably on my- naked breast, under the bra and slip, I 
wondered if he could feel how fast my heart was beat- 
ing; I wondered what was going on in his mind. 

“That something you practice in your spare time?” 

He seemed surprised. “'What?” 

“Unhooking bras.” 

“Huh?” 

“It’s got three hooks and it took you all of two sec- 
onds to open it. I wonder whether / could manage it 
that fast.” 

“Well confidentally, I’m not a virgin.” I was half- 
expecting him to add, ‘are you?’ 

“Glad to hear it.” It came out sarcastically and I 
knew I’d hurt him. “Tell me — what would you call 
this?” 

"Callw/mt.?” 

“This — what we’re doing. Would you call it neck- 

.tr?” 

He shrugged his shoulders then laughed. “I haven’t 
used that word since I was in high school.” 

“But that’s what you’d call it, isn’t it?” 

“Okay, we’re necking. But this is hardly the time 
or place for much else.” 

He moved his hand back on my breast, tightening 
then relaxing his fingers and I closed my eyes. His 
hands felt good; they were lighting a fire in me. 
, I wanted him to lower his head and kiss my breasts; I 
even pulled up a little to give him a hint; but 
I wouldn’t say out loud what I wanted. 
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Chapter Five 


Frank drew away and lit a cigarette. I could see 
that his fingers were trembling. At first I didn’t get it, 
then I remembered what he’d said — ^that this was 
hardly the time or place for much more. And it was ob- 
vious he wanted more — ^wanted it at least as much as I 
did. I wondered whether he’d figured it out that: 
I wanted to go all the way. Maybe he still wasn’t sure. 
Maybe he simply couldn’t believe it of the girl he’d 
dated two years ago— of Janet’s room-mate. Or maybe 
I was reading an idealism into him that simply wasn’t 
there. I hoped so, but somehow I doubted it. I knew 
that he liked me — I wanted him to go on liking me, no 
matter how it turned out in bed. I wanted him to care. 
I wondered why it mattered so much. I wondered 
whether I was really beginning to care for him — ^more 
than I’d ever dreamed I might. 

That would be great 1 Fall in love with Frank Jelen- 
zey. Join the long line of brokenhearted females who 
telephoned him and chased him. Then I decided maybe 
I was weaving a whole sex life for him that didn’t exist 
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— but I kept thinking it did. Hell, why woiild a woman 
want to go to bed with a man? Should he be tender or 
tough— Frank was both. Whatever their preference, 
he had it. He also had the looks, the build — a strong 
personal, masculine magnetism . he hardly seemed 
aware of. 

He glanced at his watch. “It’s almost ten. We’d bet- 
ter get back.” 

I nodded. 

He grinned. “Unless you want me to leave you 
here.” 

“No thanks!” I leaned over and reached for the 
catch on my bra. “You as good at closing them as you 
are at opening them? ” 

“Huh? Oh ” He laughed. “I don’t know. I never 

tried it.” He put his hands on my shoulders and turned 
my back towards him. 

It took him a lot longer than two seconds. When he 
finally finished, he puUed the sweater down and I 
turned around, facing him. “That wasn’t as good.” 

“Maybe I need more practice.” 

He opened the car door. We got out and he moved 
his arm over my shoulder. 

We started walking back to the bright lights and 
roller coaster ticket booth. 

Janet and Charlie were waiting when we got there. 

Janet’s face was flushed. “Hi — ^we went on the ” 

A long list followed, ending with “What did you do?” 

Frank laughed. “Sounds like you’re glad you came.” 

She wasn’t just about to be deterred. “I am. Where 
were you?” 

“We went for a walk,” he answered dryly. 
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Well, I suppose it was true. I looked at him and sud- 
denly noticed a faint lipstick smear on his chin. 

“Try any of the shooting galleries?” she went on. 

I wondered whether Charlie had noticed the lip- 
stick because he kicked her. She looked at him like she 
didn’t get it, then shrugged her shoulders. “Come on. 
Let’s try some of the booths on the boardwalk.” 

She took his hand and they started away. I looked 
at Frank. “Wait a minute ” 

“Huh?” 

I pulled out his handkerchief and removed the lip- 
sticL He looked surprised when he saw the stain. “I 
didn’t know you wore enough for any of it to come off,” 

“It usually doesn’t,” 

“Usually?” 

“That didn’t come out right.” 

Charlie was almost as good as Frank with a rifle, 
but nowhere near him when it came to using a pistol. 
In any case, the guys manning the booths looked 
anything but unhappy when we left, richer by two 
plaster dolls, a teddy-bear, and a live goldfish. Janet 
had made most of the selections. I laughed. “Where 
are you going to keep it?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “The goldfish, we can 
. put in the living room,” 

“Okay— but not the dolls.” 

“Agreed!” 

It was after midnight when we got back into the 
cars. Frank pulled out before Charlie. 

“I thought we were following them,” I offered cas- 
iisijy, ' ‘ 

“He asked me to-^ ” 
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“mat?” 

“Pull out first.” He looked at me, a. dry smile touch- 
ing the corners of his mouth. “I think he "wants to 
‘neck’ "with her." 

“She really the only girl he sees?” 

“If she wasn’t, why should I tell you? You’d tell 
her.” 

“No I wouldn’t” 

“Okay — ^yeah, she’s it.” 

I reached over and ran my fingers through his hair. 

“Cut it out.” 

“Why?” 

“I think you know the answer to that one.” 

“Escuse me.” I moved away. 

“Did anyone ever tell you you’re beautiful?” 

“Not recently. Why?” 

“I just wondered.” He pulled out a cigarette and 
went on, “Everything about you. Your face, your 
lair — ^your body.” 

“You’ve never seen my body.” 

“I’ve imagined it.” 

“You’re shocking me.” 

“No I’m not” 

So he had figured it out. Congratulations! mat 
next? 

“When did you start imagining my body?” 

“The first minute I saw you. Automatic refleix, I sup- 
pose.” 

“It would have been more gallant if you’d lied.” 

“I’m not gallant.” 

“No, I suppose you’re not. It’s part of your charm.” 
. He laughed. “Now I’ve got ‘charm’.” 

“What’s funny?” 
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“I don’t know — the word, I guess. Somehow I just ., 
never thought of myself ss 'charming . 

“How do you think of yourself ?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. "I don t know. Just 


“No conceit?” 

“Why should I be conceited?” 

“Your work,” I answered dryly, “—the way you 
handled those guys in the park.” 

“Why do you keep ribbing me about it?” 

“I’m not ribbing you. I was honestly impressed. 
You conceited about women?” 

“I think we’ve been through this before with the 
.‘do they ever throw themselves at you’ bit.” 

I leaned my head against his shoulder. “Okay.” 

“And cut that out.” 

I ran my fingers through his hair. “What?” 

“You’re going to get yourself raped,” 

“By you? Sounds exciting. I’ll press charges. That 
is the term, isn’t it?” 

He laughed. “Yeah, that’s the term.” 

I closed my eyes. How glib I’d become I I remem- 
bered other times in other years where I’d kidded 
along the' same lines, only now it wasn’t kidding^^ — ^at 
least not in the same sense as before. I’d been so proud 
of my precious virtue and, after firmly establishing the' 
fact that I had it and intended to keep it, I’d set off on 
little word games like the one I’d been plajdng with 
Frank. In the earlier days, they rarely made passes — 
they were protective, almost like Charlie was protec- 
tive of Janet. I suppose the main difference was that I 
knew I’d go to bed with Frank and he knew it too. 

He pulled up in front of the apartment building. 
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I thought of Blake. What if it turned out lousy, as it 
had mth Blake? 

We got into the elevator and rode up, neither of us 
saying an3ihing. 

But it wouldn’t be toni^t. It couldn’t be, not ■with 
Charlie and Janet due back any moment. Or maybe 
Frank had taken care of that. Maybe when Charlie 
had asked him to pull out first, Frank had asked for a 
specified amount of time ■with me. I looked at him and 
wondered whether he’d done it. It woxdd have been 
lousy — telling Charlie and Charlie would tell Janet. Or 
maybe he’d told Charlie he wanted to ‘neck’ ■with me; 
there it was again, that silly word. 

I looked away from him and pulled out my keys. My 
hands were shaking and I hoped he didn’t notice, real- 
izing at the same time that he probably did, 

I opened the door and we walked inside. I reached 
for the light, but never made it. He kicked the door 
closed behind us, taking me into his arms in almost the 
same minute and, for some insane reason, I was sud- 
denly afraid of him, I tried to push him away, but his 
grip ■was Hke iron. His lips found mine and I stopped 
fighting. I grabbed his hair, holding as tight as I could 
and wondering half-consciously whether I was hurt- 
ing him; maybe I wanted to. The kiss was long and 
deep, his hands mo^ving all over that body he’d 
imagined so vividly for so long; my breasts, my 
thighs, my buttocks. Yeah, Frank was t 07 igh, okay. 
I remembered saying it to Janet before she’d set it up 
with Charlie for me to see him again. 

I put my hands against his chest and shoved but it 
didn’t do a damn bit of good. I tried to move my head 
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away,. but his hands caught the back of my hair^a.nd 
held me and I suppose the whole thing looked like 
pretty much of an act to him because I not only let 
him reach me with his tongue, I opened my mouth and 
responded as fully as I knew how. 

Only what if it turned out lousy? Even if he hqd set 
it up so there’d be enough time, what if it worked out 
as it had worked out with Blake? I wanted Frank even 
more— more than I’d ever dreamed I could want any 
man, which would make it three times as hellish to be 
lying in the darkness with tears on my face, fingernails 
dug into the pillows and screams choking in my throat 
because for him it was all finished and for me there 
was nothing left but a cold shower and trying to forget. 

His hands moved under my sweater and all I could 
think of was what if it turned out as it had with Blake. 
No, not Blake 

I must have said his name outloud because Frank’s 
grip became less intense. 

“The name is Frank,” he said quietly. 

“I know it,” 

“You sure?” 

“You sound as though you think I’m lying.” 

“Aren’t you?” 

^ No.” I tried again at pushing him away, and this 
tune It worked. I let out a deep breath. “Brother, you 
weren’t kidding.” ^ 

“When?” 


I snapped on the light. “When 
ing to rape me,” 


you said you were go- 


“You still got your pants on.” 
“That’s crude.” 
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“So are you, honey. When it gets down to basic bio- 
logical instincts, you’re as crude as any other 
dame.” 

First I was startled; then I laughed. “Nobody ever 
called me a ‘dame’ before.” 

He hesitated, then smiled. “No, I guess not.” 

“How would you know?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I just don’t think 
you’ve gone out with many guys like me.” 

“How do you mean?” ■ 

“Brought up like I was. Where are you from?” 

“Peimsylvania. Small town.” 

“One of those little houses — ^with grass and trees on 
the back lawn?” 

“There were four trees and an open fireplace. "iYe’d 
invite the neighbors over and have barbequed ham- 
' burgers.” 

“Ever go hungry?” 

“No.” 

“Ever run when you saw a cop ?” 

“No." 

“Your old man ever get drunk and knock hell out of 
yoii and the old lady?” 

I turned away. “Stop it, okay? You’ve made your 
point.” 

He sat on one of the chairs beside the table. “That’s 
what I wanted when I got married — a house with a 
yard — ^kids. I wanted to be able to afford bicycles for 
them. 1 could, too. I make pretty good money.” 

“Why didn’t you get married again?” 

“I don’t know. Things change. I changed.” 

“You unhappy?” 

“No.” 
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“Think you get married again?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. , , ts 

“Want some coffee? It’s a long hike hack to Broo 

lyn.” 

“Okay.” 

I cleaned out the pot and made fresh; Charlie and 
Janet -would probably -want some, too. 

It -was a long minute before either of us spoke. I put 
an ashtray on the table then sat down and pulled out a 
cigarette. He reached across and lit it for me. 

I took a deep drag. “Thanks.” 

“If it wasn’t that I was substituting for some other 
guy, why did you say his name?” 

I could feel myself blushing. “I’m sorry you took it 
the way you did.” 

“That’s no answer.” 

“Maybe the answer’s personal.” 

“So were the circumstances. Why did you say his 
name?” 

“You won’t believe me unless I tell you?” 

“Probably not. I won’t ask again.” 

“I I broke off. “I feel like an idiot.” 

He waited, not saying anything. He’d told me he 
wasn’t going to ask again, and I guess he meant what 
he said. “All right, I’ll tell you, but don’t look at me.” 
^ Huh?” He looked like he thought it was funny. 

“Okay.” He pulled his chair out, facing the refrigera- 
tor. 


I wondered what was wrong with me. I could have 
toid hun—I’d even intended to, but not like this. For 
some crazy reason, I felt embarrassed. “Blake’s a euv 
went to bed with—f/m guy. -It didn’t work out very 
well-for me. When you were holding me out there in 
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the hall, I wanted you — wanted to go to bed mth 
you, but I was afraid it would turn out like it 
had turned out with Blake. I was thinking: no — ^not 
like it was with Blake, I didn’t even realize I'd said his 
name.” 

He looked at me and I got the feeling that he didn’t 
think it was fimny anymore. 

■ “It doesn’t have to be like that,” he said quietly. 

“You don’t know how it was.” 

“You’ve given me a pretty good idea.” 

I laughed, awkwardly and stood up, I coiddn’t look 
at Mm. I don’t know why, but I just couldn’t sit there 
and meet his eyes. 

I felt his hands on my shoulders. I turned around 
and he held me dose to him. Then I was crying — cry- 
ing and not wanting to as much as I hadn’t wanted to 
last night with Blake. 

“I’m sorry.” I laughed, "If there’s one tMng I’ve 
. got a talent for, it’s crying when I don’t want to,” 

“Wash your face. Janet and Charlie should be back 
any minute.” 

“Did you tell him to take his time ?” 

He looked at me curiously. “No. Why?” 

“I just wondered — ^how much you’d planned in ad- 
vance.” 

“I didn’t plan a damn thing.” 

I went into the bathroom and splashed cold water 
on iny face. My make-up was a mess by the time I 
finished. So I washed it all off. At least it was an im- 
provement over the smeared mascara. I started for the 
kitchen to get my purse and he caught my arm. 

I turned my head away, “Don’t — ” 
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I had visions of us getting out of bed, dressing, then 
putting the spread back on in Ikree minutes. I 
laughed. “Janet probably still wouldn’t get it.” 

“Charlie would,” 

The door opened and they walked in. Janet was 
comparatively quiet, holding his hand, leaning her 
head against his shoulder. 

“I made fresh coffee. Want some?” 

“Sure.” It came from Charlie. “Only two chairs out 
here. Let’s have it in the living room.” 

Frank poured while I got a container of milk from 
the refrigerator and set it beside the cups. We walked 
into the living room, each carrying two cups. 
They were sitting on the couch with their arms around 
each other in the middle of a long kiss. They jumped 
apart when we came in. 

Frank laughed. “Haven’t you two had enough of 
; that?” 

“No, unfortunately.” It came out dry and I think 
-everybody there except Janet got it. 

“What do you mean?” she asked curiously. 

He tightened his arm around her shoulder. “Shut 
up. I’ve got an announcement.” 

I sat down and lifted the coffee cup. “Okay, what’s 
the announcement?” - 

“We’re getting married.” 

“This is Kcwjj?” 

“We’re getting married in January.” 

Frank looked surprised. “I thought you were gomg 
■ to finish school first.” 

“Oh come on — ^I’ve got another year.” 

'We picked January,” cut in Janet, “because the 
lease runs out in December and you might not want 
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to stay tee ate I leave-ei ii you dedde you do, 
youH be able to get somebody else to i 

mean, youTi have enough time ” 

Frank grinned, ‘T\^ould I do?” 

I thought of an answer of which Janet would not 
have approved, so I let it go. She’d already taken it as 
a joke. 

**We’re going to live in Charlie’s apartment in 
Greenwich Village ” Janet went on. “And then later 


we’ll buy a house,” 

I could just picture them in two or three years. 
She’d have had her first baby and they’d be living in 
one of those little houses like Frank had described — 
probably in Queens near the drugstore bis father 
owned. Or maybe Brooklyn; maybe Charlie didn’t 
want to work for his father. I’d heard from Janet how 
he kept wavering over the prospect, 

I thought of Frank with two kids and bicycles on 
the front lawn. Maybe he’d wanted it because he’d 
never had it, but not me, I’d grown up on it, ckoked on 


it mother’s sewing club, the Friday nights when 
we’d all go to the movies, the discussions with neigh- 
bors on which soap product got sheets cleanest. It 
might be great for Janet and Charlie and Frank, but 
not me. I wanted— I broke off. I didn’t know what I 
For so many years. I’d thought it was Prince 
Cha^g, but now I knew he was a fable. Unfortu- 

fiu ^ vacuum-a vacuum I’d tried to 

fill with Blake Gelezio and Frank would be nest 
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Chapter Six 


We finished the coffee and, for a change, Frank 
and CfaarKe did most of the talking — about mu- 
tual car troubles. Frank was the one who stood up and 
started for the door first. I went with him. Janet and 
^ Charlie were still in the living room. I heard her break 
off in the middle of a sentence and guessed Charlie 
was kissing her. Frank and I were alone by the door. 
He moved his arms around me and I turned my face 
away. “Don’t ” 

He put his hand under my chin and forced my head 
back up until our lips were almost touching. 

“Don’t,” I whispered, “It — it’ll start everything all 
over again.” 

He kept it gentle — ^short and sweet, but I could feel 
my fists clench, wanting to hold him, wishing we were 
alone 

He let go of me and Janet was standing there with 
Charlie looking so surprised, both of us laughed. 

They left and Janet turned around, facing me. 
“You let him kiss you I ” 
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I walked into the living room and sat on the couch. 
“Yeah, I guess I did.” 

“Hey, you really like him, huh?” 

It seemed somehow that I was re-living a conver- 
sation I might have had when I was sixteen, ‘ Yes, I 
really like him,” I answered quietly. 

I got up and went into the bedroom. When we’d first 
taken the apartment, we’d flipped a coin on who’d get 
the bedroom and who’d sleep on the couch. Janet had 
lost. 

I got into my pajamas then climbed into bed and 
wrapped my arms around the pillow. Maybe I’d have 
been smarter to stick with Blake. At least there wasn’t 
any danger of falling in love with Blake. 

Frank called the next morning aroimd eleven and 
we made a date for the foHomng Friday. He wanted 
to make it sooner, but I stalled and came up with ex- 
cuses that I suppose sounded just as stupid to 
him as they did to me. I suppose the truth was that I 
was plain scared — scared it would turn out as it had 
with Blake or, if it didn’t, scared I might find myself 
caring for a Brooklyn-bred poHce detective one hell 
of a lot more than I wanted to, 

I got into work early the next morning. I’d read and 
heard so much about girls feeling that in some strange 
way they looked different after they’d swapped their 
virginity for a broader knowledge of life, but as 
I nodded heUo to so many of the people I’d been see- 
ing every day for so many years, I found myself 
totally lacking in self-consciousness. Maybe it was 
because the change had really been gradual; Blake 
had only been the period at the end of the sentence: 
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the words, ‘there is no Prince Charming and you’re 
not a kid anymore’ — the words that had been form- 
ing — ^stringing themselves together over restless, long 
years. 

Blake had dragged me off early for our Friday date 
— ^it had been about five-thirty and there’d been 
enough work to keep me xmtil at least seven. One of 
the other girls had just come back from a two-week 
illness, but I was still trying to get caught up frOm 
handling both jobs. 

I moved behind my desk and started piling all the 
loose papers into one tall heap. I had my own office — ‘ 
if it could really be called an ‘office.’ It was more of a 
fenced-off cubb}ffioIe with a window. Officially, I 
worked for Sam Lewis, but actually I worked for 
John Kramer. All of us did. Mr. Lewis was head of 
the department but he was in his early sixties and just 
\about due for retirement. He was a mild little man 

ho’d certainly been adequate — ^when he and the 
company had been young, but times had changed and 
he hadn’t. I suppose the mam reason they kept him 
on was because he’d been there close to thirty-five 
years and bad the respect and friendship of an awful 
lot of people. 

John Kramer was his assistant — officially. John 
Kramer w'as actually the one who ran the department. 
He was in his mid-forties, not much taller than I was 
and a little too heavy around the waist line, although 
none of it seemed to bother him. All of us -liked him. 
On the surface, he was serious and tough but we’d all 
heard about the green high school graduate who’d 
been hired as a file clerk and promptly fired for mess- 
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bg everythtog up practically beyond «P“- f 
,L into Ms office and cried-she’d come ba* ™ 
rith another chance. She’d made good, too. Not that 
he was a sucker— he .was just good about dealing with 
people. He’d made it clear that he believed a person s 
feeling towards the company they worked for would 
influence the quality of whatever they did, and there- 
fore, it was more than worth it to show a little interest 
and patience with anyone really wilhng to try. He was 
also amazingly fair in handling any kind of dispute 
and darned good about getting raises for anyone he 


felt deserved it. 

I knew he had two kids. At an office party one 
Christmas season, he’d - broken down and showed 
snapshots, hut he generally kept his business and per- 
sonal life separate. I also knew that his wife had died 
about four years ago and it had been hard on 
him. That was about the time that he began to look 
his age. 

Another thing about John Kramer was that there’d 
never been any gossip. Oh sure, he’d been seen in a 
restaurant about a year ago with a woman and a 
couple of the girls had started something’ about him 
getting married again, but he hadn’t and that was the 
end of it. 


I suppose his biggest headache— or at least his most 
constant one -was salesmen who promised delivery 
earher than it was possible to get it out. The company 

ZTT “f fairly-decent 

quality toys and sometimes, the promise of deUvery 

ahead of what the competition could promise made I\ 

the dffierence. Blake’s department took.care of thinj 
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like publicity on free gifts- to children’s hospitals, or 
setting up our brand as a free gift in TV contests for 
chadreh — that kind of thing. 

My notebook was lying on top of the heap with two 
, shorthand letters from Mr, Lewis, It was a very pri- 
vate policy between John Kramer and myself that he 
approve evers^ing Mr. Lewis sent out. Then if some-' 
thing like, “I happened to notice -this in with the other 
letters to go out and don’t you think it might be better 

if I suppose Mr. Lewis realized what was going 

on, but he never said anything. I suppose it was a 
question of pride — or maybe 'dignity’ would de- 
scribe it more accurately. He’d helped build the com- 
pany and it was obvious that he was not looking for- 
ward to the day when he’d have to let go. 

. I started typing: “We apologize for the delay ”, 

while my thoughts turned to Frank. 

•v.; I glanced at what I was typing, then yanked it out 
‘ind threw it at the waste basket. I’d had my finger- 
oh the wrong letters and two lines of gibberis 
had stared back at me. 

It was the first time that had happened in years. 

I started over, then stopped and lit a cigarette. ' 
hadn’t emptied the ashtray since Friday and it ha( 
been so burried under papers I guess the dean 
ing women hadn’t seen it. It was loaded and then ! 
remembered how much more than usual I’d smoked 
on Friday, thinking about the date with Blake; know- 
' ing Janet wouldn’t be home and debating over whether 
I’d ask him up. 

I emptied it into the waste basket. Last Friday; it 
seemed like centuries ago. 

' Everyone else was in now and I could hear tae 
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typeraters outside vraking up. How strange it 
seemed to be sitting here as tliougb nothing had 
changed — and knowing so very much had changed. 

I thought of John and remembered the times he’d 
loaded me up with enough work for a week then told 
me to have it ready the nest day, trying hard to keep 
his face straight. I remembered how seriousty I’d 
taken him when I first came. 

I wondered what he’d think if he knew about 
Blake. I caught myself on that one — fast. ISIiddle- 
class morality; the phrase popped into my head and 
I wondered where I’d heard it before. I smiled. His 
reaction to Blake would probably be that he didn’t 
give a damn one way or the other as long as I got my 
work done and didn’t feel too lousy about it. 

Which reminded me, I wasn’t getting anything 
typed. 

I wondered what Frank was doing at this minute, 

I wondered what had happened with the three 
guys from the park. 

Susan Carter poked her nose in. I’d seen her com- 
ing through the glass in the window facing the outside 
office. 

“Hi — got anything you want filed?” 

I pointed to the out box. 

Susan Carter had — I guess you’d call it a Bronx 
accent. She was about twenty-one with too much 
make-up and a hair style that might have befitted a 
fashion model, but on Susan Carter, it looked cheap. 
I’d figured it out a long time ago tliat she’d come to 
work in the big city so she could meet^a ‘fella.’ I’d 
seen her flirting with the salesmen at, ’.opportu- 
nity, but so far, no engagement rin dcally : 
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appeared on third finger, left hand. I- suppose it was 
funny. I wondered whether she’d had tlie same 
chance I’d had to marry the boy nest door, but had 
gone out looking for something better. Could we really 
have that much in common? 

I smiled. Something better; an affair with Blake 
Gelezio and Frank Jelenzey . at the ripe old age 
of twenty-seven. Well good luck, I thought, / wish 
you the best of luck, Siisati Carter. 

She stacked the papers neatly together, then smiled 
and walked out. 

Around two tliat afternoon, the phone on my desk 
rang. I lifted the receiver and gave the cord about 
three twists so it would be untangled enough for me 
to get the receiver against my ear. “Ellen Michaels, 
shipping ” 

“This is John Kramer. Can you come into my- 
offee?” 

“Okay.” I hung up. 

‘ I started out then wondered whether maybe he 
wanted to dictate something. I went back to my desk 
and grabbed the steno pad and a pencil. 

His desk was as cluttered as mine. For me, it was 
unusual. For him, it wasn’t. Starting in mid-Sep- 
tember of every year, the Christmas rush was getting 
underway and the blotter on his desk became 
gradually hurried. 

His jacket was hanging over the back of his chair 
and his shirt was open at the neck, sleeves rolled up. 

I looked at him and suddenly found myself wondering 
whether he was attractive. I suppose that was another 
of tire ways in which I’d changed over the weekend 
thanks to Mr. Gelezio, Men were no longer simply 
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people of the opposite sex, they ivere to be summed 
up and evaluated on masculinity and physical attrac- 
tiveness. 

His hair v?as deep broym, turning gray 
temples. His face was pleasant enough, but difacult 
to describe. I suppose the word that suited it best was 
ordinary. He had a straight nose and brown eyes that 
told you when he was kidthng, if you knew how 
to look. His shoulders were broad and, even when he 
was sitting, he held them well. His posture was some- 
thing I’d admired even before today. It was almost 
as though he were trying to compensate for the lack 
of height by standing as tall as he could. 

His hands were sensitive, Emmy — ^that was some- 
thing I’d never noticed before today. Usually I was 
conscious of hands. 

I was also conscious of liking Mm, There were 
times when I’d gotten a solid impression that it was 
mutual, but he’d never said anything, John Kramer 
was strictly business. I suddenly found myself won- 
dering what he was like after five o’clock — pr mid- 
night, which was sometimes as late as he worked dur- 
ing the Christmas rush. 

He was certainly masculine. Maybe part of it 
stemmed from the ease with which he took charge of 
things in any sort of emergency. 

The phone bn his desk had been ringing since I’d 
stepped into the office. He’d already taken care of two 
calls when he motioned for me to sit down and 
grabbed fte receiver. 

I smiled— a kind of sympathetic smile, showing 
Mm I knew what he had to go through— and sat down. 
I watched his face whUe he argued with whoever he 
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was talking to and wondered how .he never got tired 
or sick of all the pressure. Even while he talkedj two 
other lights were flashing on his phone — more cus- 
tomers clamoring for early deliveries. 

“Okay, the twenty-fifth,” he §houted into ' the 
phone, “but no earlier — ” and hung up. For a moment, 
he looked at the blinking lights — ^like he was debat- 
ing with himself — and then picked up the receiver 
and called tlie operator. “Look, will you hold any calls 
for me. I’ll let you know when to put them through 
again.” 

He hung up, sat back and let out a deep breath. 
“Who wants you fired?” 

'W/iatr 

“One of our fine young \dce-presidents called me 
into Ills office about an hour ago and subtly, like a 
sledge hammer, suggested I fire you.” 

My mouth was hanging open and I could feel the 
color rising in my cheeks. I felt like asking him wMc/i 
vice-president, but knew he wouldn’t tell me. “What 
did you do?” 

“Told him to mind his own business. He admitted 
he didn’t even know you.” 

I smiled, just picturing the scene; the scene as 
Blake Gelezio had never imagined it. I kept wonder- 
ing which \'ice-president. Mr. Kramer had used the 
. word ‘admitted.’ I could just picture Mr. Kramer ask- 
ing the questions that led to the admission that he 
didn’t even know me. It must have been somebody 
fairly new. None of the ones who knQw him very well 
would have tried a thing like that with Mr. Kramer. 

“Look, if you think it’s funny, okay — but not when 
it wastes my time.” 
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i could feel the color rising in my cheeks. 
“Just what do you mean by that?” 

“Seems he told Stan KeDog that he ran that depart- 
ment and he made the decisions on who did or didn’t 
work there. Even told him to mind his own business.” 
At least now I knew which vice-president. 
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I smiled. I -wondered whether I actually hated him. 
“Oh, I see. I was supposed to come running up here 
— ^in tears, no doubt, begging you to get the job back 
for me, then you’d console me, tell me about the open- 
ing here and it would be aU set.” 

He looked uncomfortable. “Something like that.” 

“But it didn’t work.” 

“Nobody bats a thousand. Of course you did come 
up.” \ 

“Kramer told me to.” 

“Huh?” 

“He told me to ‘take care of it’ — that the incident 
has ‘wasted his time.’ ” 

“Oh he sounds like a real smug bastard.” 

“Ever meet him?” 

“Sure — ^we never talked much. How the hell did he 
know it was me? You told him?” 

“He doesn't know it was you — and I frankly don’t 
think he could be less interested. Besides, what made 
you think I’d be that upset over losing the job? A good 
secretary can -walk into a fee-paid job -svith just about 
any large company in New York.” 

He grinned. “You’d lose j’-our accumulated pension 
benefits,” 

For one split second, I thought I might start cry- 
ing. Then I grabbed a stapler on his desk and threw 
it at him. He ducked and got out of his chair so fast 
it swung around, slamming against the desk. 

He laughed, then grabbed me, hands on my shoul- 
ders, trjdng to force his mouth against mine. T 
struggled, but when our lips met, I stopped, hating 
myself almost as much as I hated him. . 

He loosened his grip. “I’m sorrj’-,” he offered 
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quietly. “Baby, I only did it because I’m nuts about 

you ” 1, j T 

I broke away, laughing and praying as hard as i 

could that it wouldn’t turn into tears. “You lousy, 

lying bastardl” 

“Ellie, baby- — ” 

“Oh shut up, will you?” 

“You said you’d call me.” 

“It’s only been two days.” 

.,He reached for me again. “Seems lilce two 
years ” 

I put my hands on my hips and looked at him. 
“Want to know what you are? Blake, you’re corny. 
You’re corny as hellV’ 

He dropped his arms. “Take it easy ” 

“What an ego you’ve gotl It’s fantastic! Honest to- 
God, it belongs in a laboratory somewhere. It should 
be scientifically researched and preserved for poster- 
ity!” 

I could see his jaw muscles tighten. “Yeah?” 

“What do you mean, yeah? It’s not witty, it’s not 
clever — really, ‘honey,’ I’d have expected much bet- 
ter from the fair-haired boy of the Public Relations 
Department.” 

“Why don’t you get out of here?” 

“Your irresistible charm, but I think now I can 
manage.” 

He stepped behind his desk and lifted the stapler 
from the floor where it had landed when ‘I threw it at 
him. ‘‘You’re a lousy shot, honey.” 

“Give it back. I’ll try again.” I wondered now how 
I would have felt if it had hit him. He’d have had a 
bad bump or maybe a headache or possibly a bloody 
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nose or lip. I suppose at the time I’d thrown it, 
I couldn’t have cared less, but now I was just as glad 
I’d missed, I could just picture him grinning while he 
made up some obvious lie to explain how it happened 
and glowing with enjoyment in the knowledge tliat 
w'hoever he was talking to thought some woman he’d 
been sleeping with had thrown a tantrum. He’d 
manage it in such a way that no one who didn’t know 
him too well would ever imagine the girl might have 
been fighting him off or infuriated by something 
stupid and insulting he might have said. 

He opened a side drawer and dropped it inside. 
Perhaps the perfection of his unmarred physical ap- 
pearance meant more to him than anotlier laurel on 
his hard-earned reputation. 

I started out. 

“Almost as lousy as you are in other departments 
” he added evenly. 

I swung around and faced him, immediately wish- 
ing I’d kept walking. A dozen answers ran through 
my mind, but the one that came out was, “As lousy 
as I am?” I smiled. His lips were a thin white line’ 
vdien I walked out. 

Around four that afternoon, I was sitting in my 
office and a large bunch of flowers arrived. The card 
read, “Truce? Blake.” 

I threw all of it in the wastebasket. I wondered 
where he’d gotten the reputation. I knew he generally 
encouraged any gossip — indirectly, of course, mainly 
with grins and implications, but I couldn’t help 
wondering what kind of woman would have re- 
sponded to his stupid flowers. Maybe the answer was . 
— someone who wanted to. Someone who wanted to 
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kid themselves that they mattered to him becsnss, 
like me, they’d wanted to sleep with Mm ^d, at one 
point or another, found it difficult to admit to them- 
selves that that was all.- 

' I suppose what I’d said when I left his office had 
really gotten under his skin. He prided himself 
so much on being such a marvelous lover and 
now, perhaps he felt that he had to prove it. Great 
lover I I laughed, just thinking about it. On the other 
hand, I hadn’t really given him much chance. So now 
he wanted to try again, I thought of Frank. It might 
have worked if I hadn’t seen Frank in the meantime. 

I noticed a leaf on the Floor beside the wastebasket. 
I picked it up and tossed it in. 

I looked at the pile of work on my desk. If Elaine 
hadn’t been sick with me covering her job as well as 
mine for two weeks, I still would have had to 
stay late. 

I sorted it into two piles; immediate and not so 
immediate. I could either start staying a couple 
of extra hours every night or I could come in for a 
full day on Saturday. I decided to cross out Saturday. 
The weather was still changing from summer hot to 
cold enough for a winter coat and if Saturday hap- 
pened to be hot, I’d be stuck with their policy of no 
air-conditioning on weekends. I thought of Frank. I’d 
be seeing him Friday night~I wondered how I’d feel 
Saturday morning. 1 remembered how he’d wanted to 
make it sooner and was twice as glad I hadn’t let him. 
I suppose it was funny. I sometimes wo-^<^d 
whether I w^ more afraid of sleeping with Frankto 
Id been with Blake— probably becatise T’d 

naive enough not to realke it might go wronm * 
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I opened m\* notebook and started typing. I felt as 
though I'‘d vrasted a lot of thnej Trhich bothered me 
because I got paid for overtime — paid ^ell. I thought 
of all the j-ears during the red rush vrhere Fd sent out 
for lunches and tvorked Tthile I vras eating without 
recording it as overtime, but I still felt some kind of 
neurotic obligation to work straight through without 
stopping for so much as a cup of coffee. 

Or maj'be it just mattered that I get it done and 
done well as a compensation for “failures in other 
departments." 

At sis thritj', I sent out for a sandwich. I almost 
ordered a milkshake, but remembered how Fd been 
planning to do some esercises and changed it to coffee. 
l^Iost of the outer-omce tj-pewiiters were quietly 
tucked under their covers, but the occasional banging 
of a file drawer reminded me that I wasn’t the only 
person left. 

Around seven-fifteen. I was just finishing up. At 
least I had some idea of where I rras and what I was 
doing. 

The phone on my desk rang. 

I lifted the receiver. “EUen Jlichaels, ship- 
ping ” I suppose it was mainly force of habit — at 

this hour, anyone dialing my extension probably knew 
who’d answer. 

“This is Kramer. Will you take a letter?” 

“Huh — oh, okay.” 

‘TLook, if you were just learag, it can wait. It 
should go out tonight, but tomorrow morning would 
be okay.” 

'^’o', it’s all right” 

I picked up my notebook and started across 
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the bull pen. There’d been mornings when I’d come in 
and found work from him that was to be typed 
scribbled out in longhand. I knew it would save him 
time if he dictated it— and he didn’t get paid for over- 
time. Of course, his yearly salary left little to be de- 
sired. 

A cigarette was dangling from the corner of his 
mouth and the clutter on his desk seemed to have 
grown, but at least the phone wasn’t ringing. 

I sat down and opened the notebook. 

“This goes to Herb Trojan at Acme— look it up. 
Dear Mr. Trojan ” 

I finished the letter, wondering whether he was 
thinkin g of anything else. I wondered whether he’d 
given vice-president Stan KLellog a second thought 
since he’d spoken to me this afternoon. 

I flipped the notebook shut and started out of his 
office. 

“Hey ” 

I turned aroimd. “Yeah?” 

He jerked his thumb towards the papers on the 
window-siU. 

I could feel myself blushing. That was the kind of 
mistake I usually didn’t make, and for some odd 
reason, it particularly bothered me that I’d made it 
in front of Mm. 

“Something upsetting you, Miss Michaels?” 

It was a good way of putting it. Someone else might 
have responded to the same instinct with ‘What’s 
wrong?’, which would have been awkward to answer. 
The last time he’d asked me the same question had 
been dose to a year ago and I’d blown up ‘that 
I couldn’t handle so much work. He’d gotten someone 
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from a temporary agency. Life had been a lot simpler 
in those days. 

“I’U be all right,” I answered awkwardly. ‘'I — ^I'm 
sorry.” 

He nodded and went back to his work, indicating, 
I suppose, that the matter was finished. 

I wondered whether he’d really looked concerned 
or whether I’d just imagined it. Could it really mat- 
ter that much that somebody give a damn? Somebody 
I respected who wasn’t trying to sleep with me or so 
naive they never would have understood even if I had 
wanted to talk about it. Or had he only cared 
because it was affecting my work? 

I wondered again what he was like outside of the 
office. I started to open the door, then stopped and 
looked at him. 

He glanced up, “Yes, Miss Michaels?” 

I don’t know whether I was crazy or what, but I 
suddenly opened my mouth and asked him a question 
that was absolutely none of my business but suddenly 
mattered a great deal. “How old are your children?” 

He looked startled. “Girl’s five, the boy’s seven and 
a half.” 

“Thanks.” It came out awkward and stupid, 

■ I went back to my office and wondered what he was 
thinking. Maybe he thought I’d cracked up. Maybe 
he was right. 

-I’d just finished typing the letter when- 1 saw 
through the glass that he was walking towards my 
office. He was wearing a raincoat, hanging open. 

, I held out the letter when he walked in. He 
skimmed it, then set it down in about the last clean 
space and signed. 
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“Good night.” . 

I stood up. “Mr. Kramer, I— I didn’t mean to in- 
trude ” . 

“You weren’t intruding. Why were you inter- 
ested?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered self-consciously. 1 
looked out the window. “Is it raining?” 

“Started about ten minutes ago.” 

It had been off and on all day. Like Friday. I 
remembered that Blake’s raincoat was silk; Mr. 
Kramer’s was less ostentatious. 

I blurted it out. “I suppose I just suddenly started 
wondering what you were like — outside of the office, 
I mean. I suppose what started me wondering was the 
way you went to bat for me with Stan Kellog.” 

His eyes told me he’d picked up more than he was 
about to say. “Stan Kellog?” 

I’d forgotten he hadn’t told me. “You told me to 
take care of it. I picked up the name in the process.” 
“And did you — ^take care of it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good.” 

He walked out. 

I grabbed my raincoat, then waited. I didn’t want 
to meet him at the elevator. I’d already made enough 
of a fool of myself. 


I waited about three minutes, then walked into the 
hall. The woman who supervised the clerical help was 
^U1 at her desk— that was okay. She could lock up. 
There were five of us who had keys— I was one. 

I started towards the elevator, then stopped. He 
was still waiting. I knew it had nothing to do with 
me— he’d had no idea how late I’d be staying. 
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I thought of turning bade, but he might glance up 
and see me and then I’d really feel like an idiot. Of 
course I could always act as though I’d forgotten 
something, but maybe he wouldn’t buy it. Or maybe 
I was blowing the whole thing out of proportion — in 
all probability, he wouldn’t even give it a second 
thought, 

I dropped the letter down the naail chute and con- 
tinued towards the elevator. 

The door opened before I got there, and I suddenly 
forgot I’d been worried about what he might think. 
“Hey, wait ” 

The operator stuck his head out and grinned. “Well 
hurry up 1” 

It was pouring when we got to the street. I pulled 
a scarf out of ray pocket and tied it over my head. I 
remembered debating this morning over whether or 
not to brmg the umbrella, but I was always leaving 
umbrellas on the subway if the rain stopped and the 
papers had said it was going to dear up by afternoon. 

Mr. Kramer started for the parking lot down the 
block, then looked at me and nodded his head for me 
to go with him. 

I caught up — fast, turning up the collar on my coat 
“Thanks.” 

“Where do you live?” 

I gave him the address. 

We got into the car and he pulled out. He flipped 
on the radio. Score one point; I’d learned that John 
Kramer liked having the radio on while he was driv- 
ing. 

I realized I was sitting in the middle of the seat and 
recalled all my little tricks for getting closer or farther 
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away, only with Mr. Kramer, I reaUy didn’t know 
where I wanted to be, so I stayed where I was. 

I pulled out a dgarette. He reached into his coat 
pocket, pulled out a pack of matches then bent one 
back and lit it, all with one hand. 

I took a deep drag. “That’s a neat trick.” 

“Twenty years’ practice.” 

“Then you’ve been smoking since you were ” 

I broke off, suddenly self-conscious. I’d just said the 
first thing that popped into my mind, and it had come 
out as though I were asking him how old he was. 

“I’m forty three,” he answered calmly. 

“I didn’t mean ” I looked at him and at least 

I knew he wasn’t annoyed. It made me feel better. 

A fly was buzzing busily around a pink smear 
on the glove compartment. I took a closer look, 

“Probably ice cream.” 

The sound of his voice startled me. I laughed. 
“Five and seven and a half.” 

“She’s decided she wants to be either a movie star 
or run a home for homeless cats.” 


It was the first time I’d ever know him to volunteer 
anything personal except for that time at the Christ- 
mas party when he’d pulled out their pictures. 

“How long were you married?” 

“Ten years.” 

I thought of Frank. 


He pulled to a stop in front of the apartment build- 
ing. He started to get out, but I put my hand on his 
arm, almost without thinking. “I’m capable of open- 
mg doors. It’s raining ” 

I niy arm away, suddenly self-conscious 
about having touched him. 
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He smiled. Amazingl “Good, night, Miss 
Michaels.” 

“Good night. Thanks for the lift.” 

He nodded, 

I got out and hurried through the rain into the 
lobby. 

I thought about him more than once that evening. 
Yes, I decided, he was attractive physically but much 
more than that, I liked him. It was abvious he was 
nuts about his kids. I wondered what they were like. 
I wondered what my children would have been like. 
I’d always assumed that someday in the nebulous 
future, I’d have children, but now I was beginning to 
wonder. I knew I liked children — Fd done a lot of 
baby-sittiag while I was m my teens and I re- 
membered how much fun it had been giving them 
baths and telling them stories. John Kramer had had 
a late start having his children. If I’d married the 
first man who’d asked me, I could have had a child 
by now about the same age as Mr. Kramer’s little 
boy. I knew Frank wanted children — or at least 
there’d been a time when he had. He’d said he’d 
changed — I wondered how much. Then I decided I 
was being sUly. Blake had started me wondering what 
it would be like to go to bed with just about every man 
I met, and now Mr. Kramer, after a lift home on a 
rainy evening, had started me wondering what their 
children would be like. Not that I’d have to be the 
mother of these children — I just wondered how they’d 
look and think with some particular man as their 
father. I wondered what Blake’s nonexistent children 
would be like. I shuddered. Egotistical little monsters 
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—or else so battered down by their father’s ego, they d 
be afraid to look crosseyed at a Juniper tree. I 
laughed. It was an expression Fd read maybe twenty 

years ago. . 

I got in early the next morning and was standmg in 

the bull pen when Mr. Kramer came in. He nodded a 
brush ‘hello,’ then went into his office. I wondered 
whether he’d given me a second thought. If he had, 
it certainly didn’t show. 

Friday came all too quickly, and along about two 
in the afternoon, I started getting butterflies in my 
stomach. 

At three, I checked an impulse to call Frank and 
tell him I had a headache or something equally un- 
believable. Besides, I didn’t know where he’d be, I 
knew he was with one of the precincts in Brooklyn, 
but I had no idea which one. Or maybe he worked out 
of headquarters and merely stuck mainly with cases 
in the Brooklyn area. I was surprised to realize how 
little I knew about him. I wondered whether he liked 
football. I knew I’d always been bored with it. I did 
know he was interested in guns — ^and pharmacy, both 
of which left me cold. 

I slowly realized that almost all of the conversa- 
tions I d ever had with him had been strictly 
small talk— or sex. Well at least we had i/jiaf much 

in common— we were both interested in sex— with 
each other. 

, I left ^e office promptly at five. I got back to the 
apartment .and tried to call him; no answer. He was 
supposed to pick me up at six-thirty and I got 
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an avp'ful feeling as thougli he might be coming from 
wherever he worked without stopping off at his 
apartment first. 

I debated about calling Charlie and finding out 
where I could reach him. At least I knew where I 
could probably reach Charlie — ^his apartment. He was 
probably shaving and changing his clothes before 
picking up Janet, 

I smoked two cigarettes, then lifted the receiver 
and dialled Charlie’s number. 
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Chapter Eight 


I waited a long time before be answered. 

“Charlie? This is EUie.” 

“Hi— you got me out of the shower. Can I caU you 
back?” 

“No, I— I mean, there might not be time. Tm trying 
to reach Frank before, he leaves, but he’s not at his 
apartment.” 

“Gee, I don’t know. He was going to call me. I 
thought you were him.” 

My hands were wet with perspiration. / chickened 
mt, Frank. Vm sorry. “Would — ^would you tell him 
[ called? We had a date, but I — ^I’ve been working 
late at the office all week and I’m tired.” No, that 
srasn’t good enough. “I’ve got an awful headache.” 
That was worse. 

“Fm sorry. I’ll tell him to call you.” 

“No, I— I mean, that won’t be necessary. Just give 
hm the message. Would you tell him Pll call 
him when I’m feeling better?” That was another thing 
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rd learned during the last few years; the really tact- 
ful brush-off. Saying I’d call told them not to, 
and then I simply didn’t. 

Charlie laughed and I couldn’t tell for sure whether 
he was kidding. “Sounds like a brush-off.” 

I laughed too; happy little world. “When are you 
leaving?” 

“About ten minutes.” 

“If you donH hear from him, will you let me 
know?” 

“Sure. YQU,5j^re you don’t want him to call you?” 

“Yes. I — ^I may be lying down.” I felt like adding, 
Ws a really miserable headache, but managed not to. 

“Okay. Hope you feel better.” 

“Thanks.” I hung up. What the heck? Tt might 
have been true. There’d be no reason why he shotddn't 
believe me — except that I’d made it pretty clear I 
didn’t want him to call me. 

I felt like getting drunk. I thought of Dave across 
the hall. He’d probably be willing to get drunk with 
me — or at least get me drunk. 

I heard the door open and Janet came in. “Hil ” 

I nodded. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I’ve got a headache.” 

She looked concerned. “Bad one?” 

I felt like laughing. “Very bad.” It was beginning to 
be true. 

“What about Frank?” 

“I couldn’t reach him. I called Charlie — he’s ex- 
prcting to hear from him. He’ll tell him.” 

“Can I get you some aspirin?” , ' 

“No thanks — ^I’U be all right.” 
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“Aspirin ■would probably help.” 

“It’s not that kind of headache,”- 1 answered awk- 
wardly. I 'wished I could lie to her, but I’d ne'ver been 
able to. I could have said I’d already taken ^irin, 
but that would have made things too easy. 

“I think I’ll go lie do-M.” 

She looked awful concerned. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Don’t worry about it. Get dressed.” 

She glanced at her watch. ‘TTeah— I better hurry. 
I’m meeting him in half an hour.” 

I went into the bedroom and lay down while she 
changed. I kept thinking how wonderful it must be 
to have such an uncomplicated life. Or maybe I’d 
made my own complications; I suppose that would 
have been a fairer way of looking at it. 

About fifteen minutes after she’d left, the phone 
started ringing. 

I closed my eyes and wondered how I’d feel if I 
heard his voice. He’d probably tell me to go to hell — 
imless he believed it about the headache. I somehow 
imagined he wasn’t used to being ‘brushed-off’ and 
wondered how he’d take it. 

I wondered whether he’d ever want to' see me 
again; how I’d feel if it just ended — ^but that was what 
I’d wanted. Or was it? I remembered his arms around 
me. Maybe I could see him tomorrow — or next week. 
But not if he thought I was trying to make a fool out 
of him; not if he thought I was planning to stand him 
up then change my mind, then stand him up again. 

It was suddenly the most important thing in 
I the world to me that he believe I reaUy had a head- 
I ache-espedally after I’d stalled him off until this 

» l&t0. 
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I grabbed the receiver, practically knocking the ^ 
phone onto the floor. ‘'Hello?” 

ItwasBlake.“Ellie?Hi.” 

“Yes Blake?” I flopped onto the couch, suddenly 
feeling very tired. 

“Look, I — want to apolo^e. Honest, baby, I’m 
sorry.” 

“For what? Or maybe I should say, for ivMchV^ 

His words were pleasant enough, but his voice 
sounded like he was holding his temper. “Can I buy 
you a drink? I could meet you — or I could pick you up 
in about half an hour.” 

“Only a drink?” It came out saccharin sweet, but 
I don’t think he got it. 

As a matter of fact, he actually sounded enthusias- 
tic. “How about dinner?” 

“\\Tiere?” 

“You name it!” 

“Four Seasons,” I answered drily. 

His timing was almost perfect — almost, but not 
quite. The split-second hesitation spoke volumes. 
“Okay — whatever you say.” 

I knew he meant it. He could certainly afford it. I 
suppose the hesitation had been on whether sleeping 
with me was worth that kind of investment. I might 
have been flattered except that I knew his overblown 
ego was all tied up in it somewhere: he was concerned 
with my opinion of him as a lover. Lover; the word 
sounded funny — ^as though it had something to do 
with what Blake and I had felt for each other. 

I laughed. “No, Blake, I don’t want to go to the Four 
Seasons.” 
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It sounded like he was smiling. His voice was soft. 
“At least you’re not mad at me anymore.” 

I wondered what had ever ^ven him that idea. 
“Look, I— I’ve got a headache.” That headache was 
certainly getting a lot of use. I wondered why I didn’t 
come right out and hang up on him. Maybe I was still 
attracted to him. I hadn’t wanted it to be that way 
before and I didn’t want it now, but there it was. Or 
maybe, in some crazy way, it was flatterering to have 
Blake Gelezio chasing me. 

“Headache?” He sounded skeptical. 

“Bad one.” I hung up. 

I lit a cigarette, feeling pretty proud of myself. Self 
respect had triumphed over Blake Gelezio’s physical 
charms — ^this time. 

I kept half-expecting Frank to call. Charlie hadn’t 
called me back, so Frank had gotten the message. I 
kept wondering whether he’d gotten it too well. 

Around eight-thirty, I went out to the kitchen and 
scrambled some eggs. 

I wanted to go to bed, but I knew I’d never be able 
to sleep. I remembred that Janet had mentioned 
she’d be back early— that Charlie had to study for 
an exam. I was glad. Maybe it would be easier if I had 
someone to talk to — or perhaps Usteyi to would have 
been more descriptive. 

By nine-thirty, I’d started thinking about calling 
him; calling, apologizing and assuring him it really 
/md been a headache. 

At ten-fifteen, I lifted the receiver. 

I wondered whether he’d be home. I doubted it. It 
was Friday night. He’d probably gone through his 


catalogue and called some other girl. It rang sis times. 

“Hello?” 

“Frank? This is Ellie.” 

There was an awkward pause on the: other end, 
followed by, “Can I call you back?” 

“Okay.” 

I thought I heard a female voice somewhere in the 
background, but he hung up. 

I stood up, walked to the window and lit a 
cigarette. 

I dosed my eyes and wished I could go to sleep and 
everything wodd be okay by the time I woke up. 

He’d been with a girl. Maybe he was even in bed 
with her — or planning to be. His Fridaj'' night date; 
somebody to go to bed with over the weekend. If I 
were willing, I’d do just fine. Otherwise, he’d get 
somebody else. 

I knew I wanted to see him — ^tonight. I remem- 
bered how proud I’d been when I hung up on Blake. 
That self-respect victory had suddenly turned into 
one step forward, two steps backwards. 

It was ten minutes before the phone rang. I reached 
for the receiver, then checked m37self. I let it ring four 
times, then picked up — slowly. ‘TTes?” 

“Ellie? Frank.” 

“Hi.” 

“How are you feeling ?” 

• The headache; I’d almost forgotten. I still didn’t 
know whether he believed it. “I — ^I’m much better.” 

“Good. I’ll pick you up.” The words came out 
even; pleasant enough, but I began wondering what 
I’d be willing to give if I could only read his mind. 

102 



“You mean — «ow?” ^ 

“Well, not right now. I’ve got to get up there first.” 

“How long will it take?” 

“Probably about half an hour.” 

My mouth felt dry. “Okay.” 

He hung up. 

I sat back and lit a cigarette, took one drag, then 
snubbed it out. If I started smoking now, I’d probably 
go through half a pack before he got here. 

I went into the bathroom and took a shower, feeling 
strangely uncomfortable about doing it; almost as 
though it were for Frank; as though I knew I’d be 
lying naked beside him in a little while and I wanted 
my body to be clean. But that wasn’t true. I’d taken 
it because I knew I’d feel better afterwards — I 
usually did. I’d felt better after a shower since I’d 
been in high school. 

Then I began asking myself who I thought I was 
kiddmg. High school was a long time ago; I was a 
big girl now. 

I took a long look in the full-length mirror. I won- 
dered whether what I saw was what he’d imagined. I 
somehow hoped so. 

I got dressed. I remembered how stupid I’d felt 
taking off the girdle last Friday with Blake, so I wore 
a garter belt instead. I’d wanted to read Frank’s 
thoughts. I wondered how they’d change if he could 
read mine at that moment. I wondered whether he’d 
laugh— yes, he probably would. Not nasty, but with 
almost patronizing amusement. 

I combed my hair and put on make-up— carefuBy. 

I remembered how he’d kissed me after I’d washed 
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my face the last time he was here. Fd felt almost as 
though be were doing me a favor-nh-favors tonight, 
I decided. I splashed my face with cold water, then 
patted it dry. It looked natural now — soft and 
natural. 

I added the mascara — dark brown. The face that 
stared back at me ten minutes later was attractive. I 
could say it with reasonable objectivity. It was 
the way I’d looked about five years ago with no base 
powder. 

The downstairs buzzer soimded. 

I panicked, then told myself to take it easy. I wasn’t 
dressed, yet, but that was okay. I could tell him Char- 
lie was bringing Janet back early and that would stop- 
him. 

I pushed the button that released the door. 

About three minutes later, I heard a key in the 
lock. I was startled and must have looked awfuUy stu- 
pid when Janet walked in. 

She smiled. “Hi. I’m glad I didn’t get you up. My 
key chain broke and I couldn’t find the one for down- 
stairs. It’s probably in the bottom of my purse some- 
where.” 

My hands were shaking. For some insane reason, 
my hands had started to shake when Janet walked in 
the door. 

She looked suddenly curious. “Hey, you, have 
makeup on!” 

“Is it that obvious?” 

“No — not at all. I mean, I noticed because I know 
you and I’m used to you without — you know, the eye 
stuff. Gee, you look beautiful. Did you go out?” 
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‘‘No, Tm go/wg’ out.” 

“Now?” She looked at her vratch. “It s almos 
eleven.” 

“I know. He’ll he here any niinute. 

“Who?” 

“Frank.” I walked into the bedroom. She followed. 
I tossed the robe onto the bed and opened the door to 
the closet. 

“My gosh, it’s so late. Where are you going?” 

Probably Ms apartment, I thought. It’s up to him. 
Pm sure he’s quite smooth about managing that- kind 
oj thing. 

I put on a slightly-flared gray skirt. “Probably weii 
go for a drive.” At least it wasn’t a lie. 

I took a deep blue bulky-knit sweater out of the 
drawer and slipped into it, being estra carerd c: the 
eyebrow pencil. I might not have another chants tc 
put it on if I messed it up. 

She sat on the bed and let out a dssp hrssnn 
you look beautiful!” 

I smiled. “Thanks.” 

“I’m glad you feel better. I was —nisc. hut 
Charlie said I shouldn’t be. He said you'd protatir be 
fine by the time I got back. How did .he know?" 

I felt suddenly uncomfortable all over p.-wr- He’d 
known because he could smeE a brosh-cf^and h^’S 
probably told Frank. 

‘T mean, I know you caEed him, but——” She 
smiled. “I hope you have a nice time.” 

I checked a sudden impulse to laugh. ‘A nice time’* 

I suppose that was one way of putting it. * 

The downstairs buzzer sounded. 
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She jumped off the bed. “rU get it.” 

I ran a comb through my hair and .'checked my 
stocking seams. What an odd time to worry about 
stocking seams 1 

I heard the door open and Janet’s familiar “Hi.” 

I took my time; like answering the phone when he’d 
called back — something I didn’t want to do but it 
scored one small point in the self-respect department. 

I walked into the living room. 

He was wearing a white shirt, open at the neck, and 
a pair of gray slacks. I wanted him to touch me; hold 
me. I wanted to feel his hands against my body and I 
couldn’t help comparing it to how things had been 
with Blake. At least Frank was kinder — he’d never 
treated me like some kind of stupid animal. I suppose 
1 had no right to resent him — as he’d said, I’d started 
it. I hadn’t really sorted it with Blake, but I’d encour- 
aged him, so I guess it was just about the same — the 
same degree of responsibility. Responsibility; maybe 
that was what I hated most. It would have been so 
much less complicated — so much easier if I’d been 
a naive, wronged little virgin, but I’d known what I 
was doing. I’d also known with Blake — I’d just been 
a little later in admitting it. 

His face was serious. “Hi.” 

I nodded. I felt a stupid wave of self-consciousness 
I wanted to get rid of — ^knew I’d have to get rid of it if 
I were actually going to walk out that door with him, 

Janet kept talking and I was glad — ^it meant I didn’t 
have to. I suppose Charlie would have had enough 
sensitivity to be quiet, but then, Charlie’s first loyalty 
was obviously to Frank and Frank apparently wanted 
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to leave. Janet even asked him if he’d like some cox- 
fee. I could just picture Charlie kicking her if he’d 
been there. 

“You S7ire you don’t want any coffee? It would just 
take a minute to fix ” 

He smiled. “No, honey— I’m sure.” 

' He slipped his arm over my shoulder. 

We walked out and took the elevator to the lobby. 
Neither of us said anything, but I kept feeling it 
wasn’t as awkward for him as it was for me. I won- 
dered whether there was any way he could know what 
I was feeling — or be able to figure out why. 

We got into his car and he moved his arms around 
me. Some instinct said I should at least try to stop 
him; that it wouldn’t be any good to start anything 
neither of us had any intentions of finishing in a car 
surrounded by apartment buildings and Manhattan 
streets, but I couldn’t manage to really care. I wanted 
him, I didn’t want to wait any more than he did and 
knowing we’d have to didn’t mean that much. I sup- 
pose it was like what he’d said about the kids at Coney 
Island; they weren’t thinking that far ahead. 

He kissed me, holding me so tightly I could hardly 
breathe, but I didn’t care. The feel of his lips; the 
strength of his hands against my thighs; that was all 
that mattered. 

The kiss ended and he went on holding me, his head 
against my shoulder, my hands running through his 
hair and both of us were trembling. 

When he let go of me I knew he didn’t 

to, 
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He started the car then moved his arm over my 
shoulder and I cuddled as close as I could get. 

It was a long minute before either of us spoke. • 

“Did you have any trouble getting rid of her?” I 
asked quietly. 

“Who?” He moved his cheek against my hah. 

“Whoever you were with when I called.” 

He didn’t say anything and I could tell he was 
angry. 

“Who was she?” 

“Does it really matter?” 

“Yes, For some craay reason, it really matters.” 

He hesitated, then let out a deep breath. “She was a 
friend.” 

“I gathered that, Hope I didn’t interrupt an3dhing 
by calling.” 

“You did. Happy?” 

If he’d been Blake, it would have come out with a 
smirk, but there was something about the way Frank 
said it that kept me from being angry — ^hurt, maybe,, 
but not angry. 

“If I were Janet, I might ask what” 

“You’re not Janet.” 

“That’s no answer.” 

“Okay, she was a dame I met in a bar about six 
months ago and, occasionally — ^when neither of us have 
anything better to do, we have a few drinks and hop in 
the sack. I called her when Charlie told me you were 
sick.” 

“Did you believe him?” 

. “No.” 

“Why not?” 
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“I don’t know.” 

I smiled.- “A ‘dame’. You called me thaL" 

“It’s not the same.” 

“You zureV' I couldn’t help wondering. ‘Have a ievt 
drinks and hop in the sack’. What did he have in mind 
for me? Or maybe the difference was that he hadn’t 
met me in a bar. It somehow seemed a rather minute 
difference. 

“Yes I’m sure — ” 

“What’s the difference?” I asked dryly. 

He sounded tired. “Honey, if you don’t know 

“Don’t tell me, let me guess. You respect me.” 

“Yeah, but that’s not it. I respect her too,” 

“You ” I’d started to add what, but broke o~ 

in time. Middle class morality; there it was ageki. 
Ellen. Michaels, yovlre a prude. Yotdve sfcrf-cz slc-p-- 
ing around, but underneath, yoxire as corrszTakn.il ca 
the day you were graduated from high schccl. 

“Sure I respect her,” he went on, almost as though 
I’d finished the question. “She likes ses and Tni as 
good as the nest guy to give it to her. She’s 
honest about it. That’s all it means to her — ^that's all / 
mean. And that’s about what she means to me. ilajbn 
that's the difference.” 

“Don’t tell me you love me.” I was sorry as soon as 
I’d gotten the words out. 

‘■i cidThtsar ihzV' he answered quietly. 
‘-■Hr.wcTdfcshe?” 


Jcis sI'.ri5!Tge,d hhv 
kuG-” 


“Forty, L guess. I don’t 


''Forty? But7Gu'’'re yoTaasa—" 

i3oundIiim5,jiJx:ekfd." 


arm around 



“I'm not a kid,” I answered quietly, “I’m twenty- 
seven.” 

“Yeah — ^you told me.” 

He pulled to a stop in front of an apartment build- 
ing on a tree-lined street. 



Chapter Nine 


We TOlked into the lobby. A doorman in his 
late fifties -was seated on a leather-covered bench, read- 
ing a magazine. He started to stand when he saw us, 
but Frank nodded for him to stay where he was. 

We got onto the elevator and I conjured up a ridicu- 
lous picture of myself stepping off when it stopped and 
walking back down. 

It was a nice building — ^not luxurious, but clean and 
I decided it had probably been built within the last 
twenty-five years. 

I looked at Frank. “The graft in Brooklyn must be 
pretty good.” 

“Huh?” 

“It’s a nice bmlding.” 

“Oh.” He laughed. “The rents run a lotTower than 
inManhatten.” 

We stepped off the elevator. It was the sixth floor. 
I walked beside him, not looking at him— listening to 

Ae quiet click of my heels on the Iinoleum-cov«:ed 
floor. / 
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He pulled out Hs keys and I sa-R- him vratcMng me. 
We were standing outside of one of the comer apart- 
ments. 

He opened the door. 

I hesitated. “Frank ” My voice was low. 

‘mat?” 

“Don’t — I mean, don’t do what you did last time.” 

He looked like he didn’t understand. 

I swallowed hard. “I — I mean, don’t grab me. You 
scared the hell out of me.” 

He looked as though he were trying to stay serious, 
but it didn’t work. He laughed. “Okay.” 

He was still waiting. I walked inside. He closed the 
door behind us. 

We were standing in the living room and I could see 
a small kitchen down the hall to the right. Beyond 
that was the bedroom. The door was open. 

It was a nice apartment. For some odd reason, it 
seemed nicer than I’d espfected. The rug was medium 
brown and the most noticeable item of furniture was 
a red leather chair in front of a mock fireplace. The 
couch faced the television set. 

“This is nice. Did you plan it?” 

“No.” 

“It was furnished ?” 

“No — ^furniture’s mine.” 

I wondered whether some woman he’d been dat- 
ing had designed it. I’d heard that some of them prac- 
tically made a hobby out of that sort of thing. It 
seemed verv' much like an apartment where someone 
who didn’t know would think a man lived. Perhaps 
he’d done some rearranging. 
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Small talk. Small thouglits. Keep talkhg. C' 
couldn’t think of an\dliin£; else to sav. 

“EUie ” 


“What?” It came out a little too fast, almost : 
tably. Why should I be irritated? 

He put his hands on my shoulders and I turned 
head away. “Have you got anything to drink?” 

“You serious?” 

*‘Very serious.” 

He dropped his arms. “Scotch okav?” 

“Fine.” 

^ He walked into the b'tchen. I sat on the ccrcn 
litadgarette. ^ 

“How do you want it?” he caHed. 

“Plain.” 


He started back in with the bottI^= h 

a glass in the other. ’ " 

I stubbed out the dgarette. I 
done the same thing when he’d 
e d pick me up. I -^s certahilv v— 

arettes over Frank Jdenzey. ' 

He poured some into the ^-tr. 
want?” 


I took it out of.his h 
lows, then held the glass 
He hesitated. 'Tl-h-.. 

“Idon’tknow.Getlm 

He set the boWc .J" 
that hits.” 

I reached for h. ‘•t ^ 
Dounced evenly. ~ “ 

“Pm bevtnr!- 







I lifted the bottle and poured out another shot. At 
first, I thought he might try and stop me, but he didn’t. 
I finished it as fast as I’d finished the first one. “Won- 
der wZ/cf?" 

“Whether maybe you haven’t been quite as honest 
as I’d thought.” 

“What do you mean by that?” I was beginning to 
feel warm aU over ; from ray toes to my fingertips. 

'Tou sure there was some other guy?” 

First I was startled. Then I laughed. “Yes, dear — 
I’m quite sure.” 

“Then why?” He looked from the bottle to me with 
an expression that said he didn’t get it. 

I felt suddenly light-headed. “Candy is dandy, but 
liquor is quicker.” I laughed — or maybe giggled would 
be more descriptive. “I read that somewhere,” 

“Good for you. Do you want to just forget it? I can 
take you back ” 

“Do you want to?” 

“HeU no.” 

I laughed. I don’t quite know why, but hearing him 
say hell no’ in that tone of voice was suddenly the fun- 
niest thing in the world. 

He moved onto the cough beside me and took me 
into his arms. I vras still laughing. “Oh no — ^bere we 
go again 1” 

His grip was like it had been when he brought me 
home last week. His eyes were closed and I could feel 
him trembling. 

“Have you noticed how everything rhymes tonight? 
Ithink ” 

He cut me off with his mouth and suddenly I didn’t 
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feel the least bit silly. His hands were strong and I 
could feel sharp shivers up my spine whenever he 

moved them; wherever he touched me. 

Then he was reaching under my skirt; no more 
preliminaries. We’d had enough of that. 

His hand was under my slip and over my thighs-— 
fast and rough. His fingers moved under the elastic 
and I shuddered. If it never came to any more than it 
was at that moment, it still would have been so mucli 
more than I’d ever had with Blake, I’d never have been 
able to compare them again. 

He lifted me into his arms and started towards the 
bedroom and I kept remembering how I’d thought the 
kids at Coney Island were something out of a ‘B’ 
movie. I somehow felt as though I were back in that 
same movie— right before the fadeout. He was actually 
carrying me into the bedroom. I tried to remember 
whether there’d ever been a cheap romantic novel I’d 
x'ead which lacked the scene where the hero carried the 


girl into the bedroom. On the other hand, how the hell 
'else was I supposed to get there? I was hardly in any 
condition to walk. Physically, I wanted to get there, 
but the rest of me wanted to go home. 


He laid me on the bed and opened my skirt. Blake 
had started from the top down, but this wasn’t Blake; 
it was Frank. No more preliminaries. Or had I said 
that— or thought it? I couldn’t remember. 

ofi.-then yanked up the slip 
les, this much was the same. I felt as though I were 
keepmg a score sheet. - ^ 


He started undressing himself 
Blau badn-t bothered with anymore than wasTi 


was abso- 



lutely necessary. At least Frank hadn’t asked me to 
help him — or blown up because I didn’t begin on my 
own. 

I closed my eyes. He wasn’t as fast with the garter 
belt as he’d been with my bra in the car. Maybe he 
was used to women w'ho wore girdles. If they were all 
in their forties, like the one he’d been with when I 
called, they probably did wear girdles. But they 
couldn’t all be in their forties. Not with Frank. He 
could probably make his selection from about sixteen 
up. Sixteen; there’s a law against that — and he could 
probably quote it. 

He got the catch undone. I sat up and took off my 
stockings. He was looking at my legs and I liked it. 

He still had his shirt on. It was all happening so fast. 

He 5'anked at my pants and I was afraid they’d rip. 

“Don’t ” I could feel my heart pounding in my 

breasts. I was so ready: my body ached for his touch 
— ^it was like the last time, and just as fast and fright- 
ening. I heard the ripping of nylon and then I could 
feel his body against mine with nothing to delay the 
completeness: the hideous closeness of thighs united 
too quickly. I struggled: I arched my back, twisting 
and turning: the solace of the liquor wns gone. 

His fingers moved quickly between us, sealing the 
contract. I had no right to fight him. I’d agreed — ^I’c 
encouraged him. As he’d said, I’d started it. 

From there it was fast and I wanted it to be faster 
I touched his buttocks, wanting him to hurry, en- 
couraging him with my hands to get it over with sc 
that I could move away — ^move away and be free from 
the weight of his body over mine; free from the pulsat- 
ing discomfort of rising, burning frustration. 
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Then it was over — for him. 

He stayed against me for a long time, his hands 
tightening and loosening on my shoulder. 

When he finally moved away, I felt as though I’d 
start screaming. My body ached: ever3Thing inside me 
seemed bound with steel bands which refused to' 
break. My nipples were taut and sore, shooting curious 
pains into my breasts. I turned my head so he couldn’t 
see my face. The feeling of the liquor was gone, but his 
voice still seemed to be coming from somewhere else 
and, at first, the words hardly made sense, 

“I’m sorry — ^Jeez, I’m sorry, Ellie ” 

He touched my stomach and I didn’t want him to, 

I still wanted — ^I didn’t know what, but it hadn’t been 
there— not for me. 

His hand moved down to where it had mattered so 
much when he’d touched me in the living room. 

I grabbed his wrist, but I might as well have saved 
the energy. 

At first it was worse; the desire that came with the 
movement of his fingers, but then it was better — a lot 
better. So maybe it was just a dirty word I’d learned 
in high school, but Frank’s hands made it different. 

He knew when it was finished for me. I wondered 
whether it had been that obvious and felt strangely 
embarrassed; maybe because I hadn’t wanted him to 
do me any favors. I remembered thinking it earlier 
when I’d thought of how he’d kissed me after I’d 
washed the make-up.off. 

He put his hand on my cheek and forced my hea(^'*' 
around until I was facing him. I closed my eyer 
“Don’t ” 

“What?” 
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“D on't make me look at you.” 

“EHie ” • ■ 

“No! I don’t want to talk about it.” 

“I’m sorry. Jeez, I’m sorry.” 

“For what? I don’t understand jmu.” 

“It was too long — thinking about you — ^wanting 
jmu.” 

I sat up and turned away from him. “It doesn’t 
matter.” 

He put his hands on my shoulders, over the sweater, 
pulling me back down. I tried to move away, but he 
held me. 

I let out a deep breath and stopped fighting. 
“Frank,” I began quietly, “You’re physically stronger 
than I am. I admit it, okay? You’ve proved your point. 
If you really want to hold me, if you want to force me, 
I haven’t got much choice, have I?” 

He let go of me. “Cut it out.” 

I sat up. “Got a cigarette?” 

He indicated a small table beside the bed. “In the 
drawer.” 

I opened it. Cigarettes weren’t the only thing inside. 
I smiled, dryly. “I see you’re well prepared.” 

“Huh? Oh. Would you rather I wasn’t?” 

^Weren’t. \Vben you use it with ‘would’, it’s indefi- 
nite. Would you rather I weren’t!” It came out nasty. 

. He let out a low whistle. “Yes Ma’am. Anything 
else?” 

I looked at him, then laughed. I wasn’t angry any- 
more. “Not at the moment.” I took one of the cigarettes 
. and lit it. There was an ashtray on the table. I was 
tired. “I’d better get back soon. If it gets too much 
later, even Janet wili be able to figure it out.” 
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“Not yet,” he answered quietly. 

I felt suddenly lousy. “What do you mean?” 

“Like you said, Fm physically stronger than 3mu 

are.” 

I stubbed out the cigarette. It was starting all over 
again, wanting to touch him. “As I said, mot ‘like’. 

“Like,” he insisted. “You ever take time off from 

your grammar studies to watch a TV show? ‘ like 

a cigarette should.’ ” 

“That happens to be wrong,” I snapped. “Like 
needs an object— it means, ‘resembling’. Something 
can’t resemble ‘a cigarette should’.” 

He laughed. “Shut up, okay?” 

I tried' to stay angry, but it didn’t work. “Okay.” 

He put his hands on my shoulders, rubbing his cheek 
against my hair, 

“I don’t suppose it would do any good if I asked you 
not to ” My voice was quiet. 

“No, Take off the sweater.” 

“I could start screaming,” . / 

“You won’t.” 

I swung around, facing him, “You seem pretty sure. 
I could also scratch you. You’d look pretty ridiculous 
with scratches all over your face.” 

He sounded tired. “EUie— give it a chance,” 

“I have” My lips were trembling. “I’ve given it two 
chances.” 

“So what are you gomg to do? Swear off for the 
rest of your life?” 

“That’s a crude way of putting it,” 

“So maybe I’m crude. You still haven’t answered 
the question.” 

I don t know. Do I have to think about it ^now?” 
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“Take ofi the sweater.” 

I hesitated, then yanked it over my head. “There! 
How about tbe rest of it? I’m sure you’re not just col- 
lecting sweaters this season.^’ I unhooked my bra. 
“Oh, I should have let you do that— ryou’re so much 
faster than I am.” 

“Lay off, will you?” 

“Offia/mf?” 

He grabbed the slip straps and I bit his hand. 

“Ouch! ” He jerked away. 

I gave him my best sarcastic simle. “Do you mind 
terribly if I do it? I’d like to have something left to go 
home in.” 

He looked as though he were trying hard to keep his 
face straight. “Sorry about ” 

“Like hell you are.” 

“No, I really am.” 

“I could have taken those off too if you’d let me — 
given me half a chance.” 

He was waiting, and I wondered uncomfortably at 
what point he’d become impatient. 

I still had the slip on. I started to take it off, then 
faced him. “Don’t look at me.” 

“Huh?” 

“You heard me! ” I snapped. 

“Okay.” 

■ He sat up and faced in the other direction. He 
started taking off his shirt. 

I pulled the slip over my head then took off the bra. 
I was naked now; naked and strangely uncomfortable 
about it. I folded my arms over my breasts, hugging 
my shoulders. 
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He started to turn around. I grabbed the sheet and 
pulled it over me. 

He laughed. “No you don’tl ” 

I htmg on with my fists, laughing and not wanting 

to. ‘TSlo— cutit out, Frank— ” 

He forced my fingers and yanked it down. I made 
another grab for it, but he held my wrist. His face was 
suddenly serious. 

I closed my eyes and stopped fighting. I was lying 
with my legs stretched out, my face turned away from 
him. I knew he was looking at me and a shiver ran up 
my back. 

“You’re beautiful.” He whispered it, almost as 
though he were saying it more to himself than to me. 

“Thanks. I’m also uncomfortable as hell.” 

“Why?” 

‘'Lying here— like this. This, I haven’t done be- 
fore,” I started to turn away from him, but it didn’t 
work. He held his hand against my cheek, “LooJfe at 
me, dammit.” 

I hesitated, then opened my eyes. “Okay?” 

He smiled. “It’ll do for a start,” He propped him- 
self up on one elbow, moving his free hand onto mv 
breast. 


I grabbed his wrist and tried to force him ewet. 
“Take it easy,” he said gently. 

I could feel my neck muscles tishten.— dn 

“Let me go— I don’t raGnJ you.” 


“Okay— press charges.” 

“That’s not funny,” I tried to tum 
hand found my shoulder, gently fords 
back. Damn himl All risht, if tha^ 


arrsy, hut 
2 me onto my 
what he 
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wanted, let liim go ahead. It wouldn’t work. There’d 
be nothing for me but frustration followed by a release 
I was quite capable of managing all by myself. 

I gave it one last try to stop him. “It won’t work,” 
I said quietly. 

“Give it a chance. You can’t expect to have a man’s 
reaction.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“Hell, don’t you know anything?” 

“Certainly,” I snapped. “I know the Declaration of 
Independence, the Preamble to the Constitution and 
how to touch type.” 

He kissed me — ^lightly. “Shut up. It takes time. It 
takes more time for a woman. Relax, will you?” 

I moved my arms under my head and looked up at 
him. “All right — ” It came out in scathing sarcasm, 
“in abject hopes that when Your Most Virile Majesty 
is finished this time, I may receive permission to get 
the hell out of here." 

He grinned. “Shut up.” 

“GotoheU." 

He laughed, his hand cupping my breast. No soap, 
brother, I’m sick of having my breasts pawed. 

His Mps touched the hollow of my throat, and a 
tingling sensation started in the pit of my stomach. 
Oh no, I thought helplessly. 

• He took my nipples between his fingers, gently mas- 
saging in a light, circular motion and I could feel them 
growing taut; feel the tension rising in my thighs. He 
lay his head on my breasts, kissing me; the warmth 
of his lips startling me with the pleasantness of the 
sensation. His tongue flicked across my nipple and I 
brought my arms down, intending at first to push him 
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away, but now I was only hoTarag 
enjoying tbe smoothness oi Ms icr&ies— sm 
ing faint roughness of his cheess sncccra 
I ran my fingers through hfs hair, tasr ^ 
his shoulders — gently, then suaaemj nara 2 


ing. , 

His hand mo\^ed down over my stu.Luaca, ms 


stopping — searching, then stzr&iz again sunns, 
knowing perfection. I moved my welcoming Ms 
touch. All ri^t— let it build. Close my eyes and pre^ 
tend there was a chance it might turn out dinerentiy. 

I could feel my buttocks tighten, thighs arching for- 
ward as my back grew rigid, almost involuntarily — but 
he stopped. 

I dug my nails into his back, still gripping his shoul- 
ders. “Don’t stop ” 

He moved bis hands up over my thighs and waist, 
palms flat— taking his time. His lips touched my 
breasts again and my body started to writhe, legs 
twisting, my breath coming in short gasps. He kissed 
my throat — softly, then his lips were bard against 
mine, his tongue filling my mouth. He’d kissed me with 
his tongue before, but never like this and at first I al- 


most drew back from the strangeness of it, but 
the strangeness subsided, fading into a new excite- 
ment; a new tremor flowing into my blood, 
with and intensifying every other sensatiou arrad 
by bis touches and it was in and anier emi d^ 

sire that I begged him, “Frank, please- ■" 

He brought us together, gentlv. then 
side, then his back. Mis Prrrig 
was better. I clutched at hfs 
easpmg. and felt Ins Lands on m/bnSi SJST 
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helping me; guiding the awkwardly-instinctive move- 
ments which were now as involtmtary to xne as the rac- 
ing beat of my heart. 

Then he was holding me — tightly, his hands hard 
against my flesh and I knew he couldn’t wait any 
longer, but it was all right: I felt as though I 
were climbing a hOI with ever3dhing I’d ever wanted 
waiting in the sunlight at the top, just beyond reach, 
but that I would be able to reach it; the pulsat- 
ing rhythm of our bodies would carry me there — ^it 
wotfldn’t be much longer. 

It wasn’t. 

I threw my head back, a sharp cry escaping from 
my lips seconds before his thighs and arms grew sud- 
denly still and tired against me. 

It was everything I’d ever dreamed or imagined it 
could be. It was all the fairy tales come true. It was 
every bit of desire I’d ever felt since I’d been 
'\old enough to be attracted to a man, all of it alive, 
• lost — then found again in Frank’s arms. . . . 

, He moved onto his side and held me close against 
him for a long time. I couldn’t say anything. I kept my 
eyes closed and tried not to think; I wanted only to 
- feel him against me and remember with my body how 
it had been only a few short seconds ago. 

He kissed me — gently. I ran my fingers through 
his hair, staying as close as I could and wanting it to 
be closer. 

I wondered whether I was in love with him. I 
couldn’t stop; thoughts were coming, buzzing around 
in my brain like flies and just as annoying. 

Where do we go from here, I kept thinking. I told 
myself it wasn’t important, even though I knew it 
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was. I decided I was an awful coward. I d 

mth Blake, then afraid the same thing would happen 

with Frank and now I was afraid because it hadnt.^ 

Ses had been new to me, but so was having an affam. 
What happens to affairs? I thou^t of Frank in his ht- 
tle house with trees in the back yard. No, not for me. 
Then I thought of him living there with someone else, 
and that was even worse. I knew I didn’t want 
to mrr)> him. If I had, I suppose it would have been 
much simpler, I’d have at least had a goal— some sense 
of direction. Even if it didn’t work out— even if he 
never asked me. I’d at least have been able to go on 
hoping. I could have gone on with hope as long as both 
of us were single — ^as long as was single. There 
couldn’t be anyone else for me. 

That was insane, I decided quickly. Of course 
there’d be someone else for me. I hadn’t known. I’d 
been so dumb about it all. It might even have been 
good with B/ake if I’d known then what I knew now. 
But not like this — ^Frank had something Blake didn’t 
— tendertiess. 

I wondered where Frank had developed it. I remem- 
bered what Janet had said about him telling Charlie 
that when other kids were playing with toys, he was 
playing with switchblades. 

I remembered him asking me last week in the 
kitchen whether my ‘old man’ had ever gotten drunk 
and ‘knocked hell’ out of me and ‘the old ladv’. Mayb^ 
that was the answer. Maybe his own life had been 
empty of anything gentle, that he’d tried to make to 
for It with other people. No, that couldn’t be it I -p 
membered the kids at Coney Island and how he’d hro' 
died It. I remembered the kind of work he’d 
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He propped himself up on one elbow, then kissed 
me. He sn::^ed. “Okay?” His voice was soft. 

“You know damn well it was.”" 

‘‘Huh?” 

“You heard me.” 

He pulled himself into a sitting position, not touch- 
ing me anymore, “Toss me a cigarette, huh?” 

I handed him the pack. 

“I don’t get it,” he said quietly. 

I didn’t answer. 

“I said, what the hell is this?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Yes you do. Give me a match.” 

“I used the last one,” 

He stuck the cigarette back into the pack and tossed 
it at the table. It was a good shot. 

I looked at him, then suddenly threw my arms 
,, .around him, holding him tightly, not looking at him. 

' '^VFrank, I’m sorry. I — I’m all mixed up ” 

=• He touched ray hair, holding my head against his 
chest. I ran my fingers over the muscles of his shoul- 
der, down his arm. His body was firm and strong. I 
. laid my hand flat against his chest; it was good 
to touch him. 

His arms moved around me: our lips met, but more 
in tenderness than desire. 

He tightened his hands on my shoulders. “EUie, 

He broke off and I was glad. I didn’t want him to say 
it. Say what? Maybe it was all in my mind that he’d 
started to say ‘I love you’. Maybe the real reason I was 
glad he hadn’t finished the sentence was that now I 
could finish it however I wanted. It would certainly be 
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more noble to tell myself I hadn’t wanted him to say it 
because I hadn’t wanted to see him hurt, I suppose 
that was part of it — if he’d started to say what I’d im- 
agined ; what I wanted to imagine. 

I thought about going back to the apartment. I 
wondered what it would be like when I finally had to 
leave his side; draw away from his touch, get dressed 
and leave. He’d take me back. At least there’d be 
the car ride, but then what? An awkward 'good night’ 
outside the apartment. Then I suddenly realized it 
wouldn’t be good night, it would be good morning! 
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Chapter Ten 


I sat up and grabbed his wrist, looking at his 

watch. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked, startled. 

“My God, it’s almost four-thirty I ” 

He seemed surprised. ‘^That late?” 

“Or early,” I answered quietly. “I can’t do it. I can’t 
drive up with you and walk into the building at five or 
a.m.” 

He grinned. “Gee, that’s really rough.” 

' “It’s not funny I ” I snapped. 

“Okay, it’s not funny. So stay here. I’ll take you 
back at some respectable hour tomorrow — I mean, to- 
day.” 

“Oh, that’s just great. Janet may be naive, but she’s 
not stupid” 

He looked at me curiously. “It would bother you 
that much if she knew?” 

it would bother me that much” 

He shook his head. “What do you want me to do?” 
“You’d like her to know, wouldn’t you. Janet and 
Charlie and anybody else who’d listen ! ” 
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“Now wait a minute 

“WTiat for?” I threw my arms around the pillow. 

“My God, I’m so ashamed.” 

Ashamed? Honey, look—l—'h mean ” 

“Sure, it’s fine for you. Adds laurels to your reputa- 
tion.” I was sorry as soon as I’d said it this was 
Frank, not Blake. 

“Is that what you think?” he asked quietly. 

I sat up, trying hard to hold back the stupid tears 
that seemed so close to showing. “No, I guess not. Will 
you tell Charlie?” 

“Probably not.” 

‘'What do you mean, ‘probably’.” 

“If it’s really going to bug you, okay — I won’t tell 
Charlie. I’ll swear a solemn oath of secrecy. I won’t 
tell anybody . I’ll even lie if they ask me. Okay?” 

“You seem to think it’s awfully funny.” 

“Not me,” he answered seriously. 

“And what do you mean, ‘if anybody asks.’ If they 
ask what? WTiat you did over the weekend? How you 
made out?” 

He let out a deep breath. “Those are your words not 
mine.” ’ 

“What do you mean, ‘if anybody asks?’ Who would 
ask?” 


“Okay, Charlie might.” 
“That’s disgusting,” 


, about it? If Janet said 

to hm, 'EUm went out with Frank on Friday nioht ^d 
*dn' get back tiU Saturday. Why, Char/e, wV- 
then, he might ask me. Okay?” ' . w_Tt — 

‘I’d think it would be pretty obvious ” T - 

uncomfortably. • ’ ' 
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“He might make a casual mention of it-rif he even 
did much.” 

I smiled. 

“What’s funny?” 

“Your imitation of Janet.” 

He laughed. “She’s a nice kid.” 

“What do you mean, 'nice’?” I asked evenly. 

“Well you know, she’s ” He broke off and looked 

It me. “Oh Jeez, forget I said anything.” He rolled 
mto his stomach, laying his head over crossed arms. 

“Define ‘nice’,” I insisted. 

“No.” 

“Why not? Because you’re talking to me?” 

“Okay,” He sounded as though he were losing his 
lemper. “A nice girl is a virgin. A nice girl would not 
;ven have come up to my apartment, much less gone 
;o bed with me. There. You happy?” 

I could feel myself starting to cry and not wnting 
to. The whole thing was ridiculous. 

He sat up and put his hands on my shoulders. 
“Honey, don’t — I’m sorry.” 

“It’s what you think, isn’t it?” 

“No.” 

“Then why did you say it?” 

The pitch of his voice was rismg. “You m 
. mad! What do you want me to say? You fi 
thing wrong with me, from my grammar to 
broke off. “I’m half afraid to open my r, 
added quietly. “And now I’m supposed to: 
because I said Janet was a nice kid. I meat 
— nice. You’re the one who knows all the v. 
define ‘nice’.” 

“I think I have.” 
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‘‘That’s your definition, not mine,” 

“What’s yours?” 

“I don’t suppose it would do any good if I suggested 
we drop it ” 

“No, it wouldn’t” 

“Ellie ” He sounded suddenly tired. “ElUe, I 

like you. You’re a nice kid. Olmy?” 

“I’m not a kid,” I snapped, 

“Okay, you’re a nice old lady. I believe in courtesy 
to senior citizens. Tell me what you want me to say, 
I’ll say it.” 

“Shut up.” 

He looked as though he were having trouble keeping 
his face straight. 

I laughed, “Okay — ^you win. I’ll drop it.” I lifted 
his wrist and looked at his watch again, squinting in 
the semidarkness around us. 

He jerked his arm away. “Forget it.” 

“Janet’s going to be worried sick.” 

“What makes you think she’s awake?” 

“She knew I was with you. I wonder why she 
hasn’t called. Oh God, know what happened? She 
called Charlie and Charlie told her to mind her o’-m 
business.” 

“That really bugs you ” He sounded curicc.', 

“I suppose it shouldn’t,” I answered quietly. '~- 
guess it would be hard to keep it a complete sesrjc - 
never really thought much about that before 

“What?” ,, „ 

I lay down and stretched out. “What it wrr ~ j 
to have people who knew me know I “ 

fair. Of course, at that tune, I never f 
have an affair. That is what yoi 
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He rolled onto his side and started touching me; my 
breasts, my stomach, my thighs. I folded my arms un- 
der my head and made it easy for him, acutely con- 
scious of my nipples contracting under his touch. - 

I started to object, but he cut me off with his mouth. 
His lips were warm and the now-familiar sensation of 
his tongue against mine was thrilling: anticipation re- 
placed fear. 

He lifted my wrist, gently — guiding my hand 
down over his stomach. I tensed. I suppose I did want 
to touch him, but it was something I’d never done be- 
fore; another aspect of the previously forbidden, and I 
still wasn’t quite used to giving myself permission — 
permission to love and be loved, with every kind of 
physical caress given and taken. 

Love! No, I didn’t want to think of it in those 
terms. I didn’t want to think at all, only feel — feel the 
closeness of his body, his lips, his hands. 

His hand on my wrist remained steady, but without 
force. He waited until some of the tension in my arm 
disappeared and I moved with him, willingly — 
searching, caressing, stroking, my own pleasure inten- 
sifying in the knowledge that I was giving him pleas- 
ure, but it was more than that: it was exciting to me— 
almost as exciting as the soft touch of his mouth to my 
breasts. 

I threw my arms around him, clutching — dinging. 
He moved onto his back, carrying me with him . He 
brought us together, and the beginning was slow for 
both of us; slow and sensual, reveling in the warm fa- 
miliarity of bodies known to each other yet stiU new. 

My thighs arched, my body carrying me beyond the 
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realm of sweet desire into pleasures more intense than 
any and every experience Fd ever known. 

It ended — violently. 

Then peace — ^gentle, wonderful peace. 

I stayed in his arms, feeling small and warm and 
sleepy. I closed my eyes. 

When I woke up, it was morning — or maybe late 
afternoon. The sun spilled over the bed and Frank was 
snoring. It struck me funn}^ He also needed a shave. I 
wanted to touch him, but was afraid of waking him. 
The physical attraction was still there, but it was rap- 
idly taking second place to something new; a desire to 
simply hold him in my arms and know that he was all 
right — ^that he wasn’t sick or tired or worried. 

I looked aroimd. It was the first time I’d really seen 
the room. It was a nice room — comfortably furnished 
and arranged to a man’s taste. 

I looked down at my body, then slid back under the 
sheet. Our clothes were lying all over the place, the 
bed and the floor. 

I rolled onto my stomach and made a grab for my 
bra. It was farther away then anything else and 
I’d been wondering whether I’d be able to get dressed 
without getting out of bed. 

I realized it wouldn’t work and started to put my 
feet on the floor. 

His hands touched my waist and I iumned 
“Hey J F . 

“What?” 

“You scared the hell out of me.” 

“Yeah?” It sounded as though he were grinning. 

He pulled me back down beside him and it was 
everything all over again. ... 
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When it was finished, I kissed him — ^gently. I 
smiled. “Don’t you ever get bored?” 

“With yoz/? Never ! ” 

I laughed. ‘Wou’re pretty glib for — ^hey, what time 
wit?” 

He glanced at his watch. “One thirty.” 

I swallowed — ^hard. “There goes any chance of me 
coming in while she was still asleep.” 

“That really bugs you ” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not as much as it did.” 

“Ellie 

‘What?” 

“Let’s stay here all weekend.” He tightened his 
arms. “Right like this ” 

“I want to get back,” I answered seriously. 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know — to get it over with, I suppose.” 

“You mean seeing Janet?” 

“I mean seeing you, stupid. Now get dressed.” 

“Me?" 

“Please excuse me,” I began evenly, “I’m rather 
new at this sort of thing, but let me see if I understand. 
Am I supposed to spend all weekend every weekend in 
bed with jmu?” 

He sat up. “H-e-r-e we go again I ” 

“’IVhat the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

“Skip it. Get dressed, okay ?” 

I looked away from him and closed my eyes. I won- 
dered whether I were crazy — why did I always end up 
picking a fight with him? I tried to remember even one 
that I hadn’t started. There weren’t any. I started to 
say I was sorry, but decided that would only make 
things more of a mess. 
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He had his robe on and was starting out for the bath- 
room. 

I got dressed. I decided I could take a shower when 
I got back home. The pants were in pretty bad shape, 
but they’d do for another hour or so. 

When he came back in, he’d shaved. I don t know 
why, but I had the strongest desire to watch him shave 
and I was sorry I hadn’t thought of it sooner. 

‘T can— cook some eggs, or something,” I oSered 
awkwardly. 

He jerked his thumb towards the kitchen. 

We ate and drove back to the apartment building 
without saying much. I didn’t even let him get out of 

the car. ‘Let him’ 1 suppose that was a funny way 

to think of it. He could have done whatever he wanted. 
I’d asked him not to get out of the car . 

I got out my keys while I was still on the elevator, 
selecting the one that fit the apartment door and hold- 
ing it so the others wouldn’t make any noise. 

I slipped it into the lock, wondering why the hell I 
felt so uncomfortable. If I wanted to spend the night 
with Frank — or anyone else, as far as that went, it was 
my business, not Janet’s. 

I’d just about made up my mind to be furious at her 
when I decided the whole thing was stupid. It wasn’t 
Janet I was angry at, it was myself. 

Okay, 1 thou^t, so I spent the night with him. So 
what? I opened the door. 

Janet was sitting on the sofa wearing a pair of black 
toreador pants and a plaid shirt. She had no make-up 
on and looked about eighteen. 

“Hi,” she offered awkwardly. 

For some reason, it struck me funny. I thought may- 
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be I should make a note of it; what to say when some- 
one you’ve always assumed had the same moral stand- 
ards as you suddenly shows they don’t. You say hi, 
in precisely that tone of voice. ■ 

I smiled. “Hi.” ■ ' 

“I — I called Charlie when you didn’t get back. I, was 
worried. I woke up around three and you weren’t back 
yet.” 

I sat on a chair fadng her and stretched out my legs. 
“You called him at three a.m.? He must have loved 
that.” 

“He said that since you were with Frank, I 
shouldn’t worry. I mean, he said Frank could take care 
of himself or — or anybody he was with. I mean, if 
there was any kind of trouble.” 

If there loere any kind of trouble, I thought. Maybe 
I’d been unfair to him. Maybe all people from Brook- 
lyn made that mistake. 

“Janet ” 

She looked hurt and concerned. “Ellie, why’d you 
do it? Frank has so many girls. I remember Charlie 
kidding me about it — he said if he had whatever Frank 
had that got him so many girls, he’d never waste him- 
self marrying just one — that it would be unfair to the 
whole female sex.” 

“Who said anything about marriage?^’ It came out 
short-tempered and I was sorry. 

She looked startled. “But if you don’t want to 
marry him?” 

I laughed. “Oh honey, take a good look at him next 
time you see him.” 

“What do you mean by that? What’s wrong with 
him?” 
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^'Nothing. That’s the point. He’s about the most 
physically attractive man I’ve ever met.” 

“EUie, / thinh he’s attractive too, but I don’t love 
him. I only love Charlie. I mean, you can t just 
go around ” 

“What?” I snapped. “And why not? Because you say 
so?” I stood up. “I want to take a shower.” 

I started for the bathroom. She jumped to her feet 
and caught up with me. “Ellie — ^please don't be mad — 

at me, I mean. I — I’m sorry if I said anything ” 

I turned around and looked at her. My voice was 
suddenly soft. “I’m not mad at you, Janet.” The word 
should be angry, I thought. Mad means Insane. You’re 
cracking up. Miss Michaels. “I — ^I appreciate it that 
you care. But don’t worry about it — I know what I’m 
doing.” S«re I do! 

Janet didn’t look too positive. “Okay. I’ll mind my 
own business,” 

I smiled. 

She looked happier. “An3rway, I’m glad you’re not 
mad at me.” 

I laughed. 

I went into the bathroom and took a shower. 

I half-expected him to call that night, but he didn’t. 
When Sunday went by and still no ringing telephone — 
except for Charlie, I began feeling more than a little 
uncomfortable. Had I really made him that angry? I 
started giving myself stupid reasons. Maybe some- 
thing had come up with his work and he hadn’t had 
time. Detectives worked irregular hours when they 
were all wrapped up in cases. I knew that from books 
and movies and TV shows. 
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Blit how long does it take to pick up a phone and 
dial a number? 

Maybe he was sick. I got rid pf that one — fast. If I 
hadn’t, I might have wound up convincing myself he 
was practically dying and I should call him immedi- 
ately. But on the other hand, maybe it was possible. 
Maybe somebody he’d arrested had showed rip and 
shot him. 

I moved onto the couch and lit another cigarette. 
No, he wasn’t incommiinicado in some hospital, he was 
right there in his apartment — or maybe somebody 
else’s — some girl’s apartment. 

I closed my eyes. What went wrong? 

I remembered him telling me I found everything 
wrong with him. I remembered how aimoyed he’d been 
with some of the fights I’d picked. Maybe, underneath, 
he was really angry. 

Or maybe it was some kind of vicious little game. 

' Maybe I was supposed to sit and stew and finally call 
him. Maybe I was supposed to go crawling back, beg-, 
ging him to please make love to me again. 

I stubbed out the cigarette. Not me, brother. 

I looked at tlie phone. How easy it would be to lift 
the receiver. I could be quite casual about it— tell him 
I’d forgotten something — or lost something and would 
he please see if he could find it. Lost sotnething. Ugh! I 
was sure he could have a fine time making a joke out of 
that one. 

But I wasn’t being fair. He didn^t make j'okes like 
that. I’d been the one who kept goading him. I won- 
dered why. Maybe it was for reassurance — ^maybe I 
felt that if he didn’t turn it into something out of the 
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them out. I knew I’d never list it as overtime— it was 
my fault. The light was still burning in Mr. Kramer’s 
office when I finally left. 

Janet was watching telexnsion. 

I walked in and looked at her, awkwardly. I was 
damned if I’d ask her. If he had called, she would have 
told me. I’d have given almost anything if I could have 
kept her from knowing how much it mattered, but I 
think anyone would have been able to see. I suppose 
the main reason she mattered so much was that I was 
afraid she’d mention it to Charlie and it might get back 
to Frank. Not that I had any visions of him running to 
the phone and calling him, but it might slip — ^if either 
of them happened to mention me. 

If Frank ever mentioned me; I wondered whether 
he did. I wondered whether he’d thought of me. He 
nmst have. Maybe he didn’t want to see me again — or 
at least not right away, but I knew I was still in his 
• oughts. He couldn’t have forgotten; he couldn’t have 
blotted it out. 

I smiled. Keep it casual. Pretend she doesn’t know. 
“Did you leave any of the hamburger ? ” 

She nodded. “You didn’t eat yet?” 

“I wasn’t hungry.” No, I shouldn’t have said that. 
Why wouldn’t I have been hungry — unless my stom- 
ach was tied in knots. 

I walked into the kitchen. I didn’t even know she 
was in the doorw'ay until I heard her voice. 

“He didn’t caU.” 

I started to say, ‘who?’ but I knew I wouldn’t be 
kidding her anymore than I was kidding myself. , 

I shrugged my shoulders. 
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“Ellie— I could call Charlie and ask him.” 

“Ask him what?'' I took the hamburger out of the 
refrigerator. I still wasn’t hungry, but I knew if I didn’t 
eat, I’d feel even worse. 

“Why Frank didn’t call,” she answered simply, 

“Nol” I made a conscious effort to lower my voice. 
“I mean, I — ^Janet, I’d feel like such a fool if you did- 
that. The only way Charlie could find out would be to 
ask him, and he’d think I wanted to know — ^he’d know 
I cared.” 

“Well don’t you?” 

I laughed. “Honey, it’s not that simple.” 

“Why not? If Charlie didn’t call me, I’d call him.” 

“Did you ever go to bed with Charlie?” I asked 
dryly. 

Her face colored. “Of course notl” She looked sud- 
denly self-conscious. “I — I mean ” 

“I know what you mean,” I answered quietly. 
“Anyway, that’s what makes the difference. That and 
the fact that you’re engaged to Charlie — 

She shook her head. “I used to call boys up before 
I was engaged. I even called Charlie after the first time 
I went out with him.” She laughed. “Mother said it was 
terrible.” 

“Janet — ^promise me — please promise me you won’t 
mention this to Charlie.” 

“Okay.” She hesitated. “.What about a long time in 
tlie future? Can I tell him then?” 

“Nol” 

“Doesn’t seem quite' honest.” 

I put the skillet on the burner then stopped and 

looked at her. “my do you feel you have to tell him 
everythbig?" 
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She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I just do. 
But I won’t on this — it really matters.” 

“It really matters.” 

“Okay.” She hesitated. “What if I tell him in ten 
years?” 

I laughed. “Okay, tell him in ten years.” 

The telephone rang. . . . 
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Chapter Eleven 


Janet broke into a grin. “I hope it’s him ! ” 

If only she wouldn’t be so cheerful about it. She was 
half-way into the living room before I could stop her. 
"Janet - — ” 

She swung around. “Huh?” 

“Let it ring—I mean, don’t be in such a rush.” 

“Oh.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Anyway, it’s 
probably .for you.” 

I lifted the receiver on the fourth ring. “Hello?” I 
wondered whether I should have let Janet answer. I 
knew I was being ridiculous; I’d have been lying if I’d 
stood there and waited then got on the line sounding 
casual and surprised. 

Only I might as well have saved the energy. 

It wasn’t Frank, it was Blake. 

I sat on the couch and stretched out my legs. “Oh, 
hello, Blake ” My eyes met Janet’s. She looked al- 

most as let down as I felt. 

She walked back into the kitchen. Not that she had 
anything particular out there, it was merely an un- 
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spoken agreement that I’d leave when Charlie called 
and she’d do the same for me. 

“You sound disappointed,” he offered with a cheer- 
fulness I didn’t believe. 

“How should I sound?” 

“Grateful. Don't hang up ” It came out fast. “I 

was only kidding.” 

I laughed. “Okay. What’s on your mind?” 

“You — ^as usual.” 

“Thank you, dear. I’m suitably flattered.” 

“Enough to have a drink with me?” 

I laughed. “It’s after eight. Why did you call so late? 
Afraid I’d want to go to the Four Seasons if you called 
me before dinner?” 

“Honey, I 'wanted to make it for dinner, but I got 
tied up at the office,” 

I smiled. “That’s one thing that keeps you fascinat- 
ing, Blake ” 

He sounded as though he reaUy believed it. '‘What?” 

“I never know when you’re Ijdng.” 

^‘Baby ” 

“Drop it, okay?” 

“Can I pick you up?” 

I thought it over. I might not be here if Fraiik called, 
out maybe it would be just as well. Let him really 
think I didn’t care. No—then he might not caU again. 
On the other hand, if he called me, it wouldn’t look at 
all as though I were chasing him — or crawling, if I 
called him back. It would only be courteous. I smiled. 
I wondered whether the general rules on courtesy ap- 
plied between a man and woman who’d slept together 
—it seemed somehow that they should change. I wasn’t 
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quite sure /iow/but something should be different when 
they talked to each other. 

Then I thought of how I was talking to Blake. That 
had certainly changed. There’d been a time when I d 
wanted him to like me, but now that I’d gone to bed 
with him, I didn’t particularly care. It struck me 
funny. From everything mother had ever said on those 
rare occasions when she mentioned the subject, it was 
supposed to work the other way. 

“Hey, Ellie— how about it? Give a guy a break.” 

A break. “Blake, you’re not only corny, you’re trite. 
Pick me up in half an hour.” 

“Okay.” 

I hung up. 

What the hell? Frank wasn’t the only man in New 
York City. 

But Frank was the only one I wanted. 

I went into the bedroom and changed my clothes. 
The dress I put on was black, but tailored enough that 
it would do for the office or an evening cocktail party, 
depending on the accessories. I took a long, blue neck- 
lace and wrapped it around my throat three times. It 
hung comfortably now; it was chic; it was the way I 
wanted to look, I wanted him to think I was beautiful, 
I Wanted him to be standing there panting when I 
finally closed the door in his face. 

I decided that thoughts like that weren’t very nice 
—but, on the other hand, neither was Blake. 

I walked into the living room and Janet looked 
startled. “You going out with him?” 

I don t know why she asked. The answer was obvi- 
ous. Then I told myself to stop taking it out on Janet. 
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It was not Janet I was angry at, “Yes. He asked me to 
have a drink with him.” 

“He’s the blond guy, right?” 

I smiled. “Right.” 

“What if Frank? ...” 

“Tell him I’m out.” 

“Okay,” She smiled. “It’U serve him right.” , 

If anyone else had said it, I might have been embar- 
rassed. With Janet, I was at least glad to know some- 
body was on my side. I smiled. “That is not why Fm 
going out with Blake. I — just don’t ieel like sitting 
around the apartment aU evening,” 

“Oh, sure. I didn’t mean ” 

“And stop feeling sorry for me ! ” 

She looked startled. Then she smiled. “Okay.” 

It was approximately eight-thirty when the down- 
stairs buzzer sounded. Times had changed. The other 
four times we’d gone out, he’d been between fifteen 
and twenty minutes late, 

Janet started to push the button to release the down- 
stairs door, then suddenly stopped and looked at me. 
“I’ll count to ten, okay?” 

I laughed. “Never mind.” 

She grinned and pushed it. 

He was wearing a dark brown suit, expensive and 
impeccably neat. He smiled, and I felt like counting his 
teeth; white, straight perfect teeth. “Hi.” 

. I nodded. 

We left 

His car was the latest model Cadillac. He held the 
door for me while I climbed in, then he walked around 
to the other side and got behind the wheel. I was really 
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getting the royal treatment. Prior to tonight, he’d gen- 
erally opened one door and told me to ‘‘scoot over . 

He started driving. 

I pulled out a cigarette. Force of habit, I guess. Get 
into a car beside a man and pull out a cigarette. Then, 
in case there were any awkward pauses at the begin- 
ning of whatever the conversation turned out to be, it 
was up to him to fill them. I’d appear perfectly poised 
and relaxed, absorbed in the natural, time-consuming 
nonsense of caring for a cigarette. 

“Anyplace special you want to go?” 

I shook my head, half expecting him to suggest his 
apartment, I’d never seen it, but somehow I imagmed 
it must be some kind of cozy little palace. 

“I know a place ” 

I smiled, -dryly. “Your apartment?” 

He sounded hurt. “Honey, this is for an apology for 
the way I talked to you. Give me a chance to prove it.” ■ 

“Prove what? That you’re sorry? I believe it.” 

He looked as though he were surprised and trjdn? 
not to show it, 

I laughed. After all, you wanted to be in bed with 
me again long before tonight.” 

“You didn’t give me much chance with that either.” 
he answered quietly. 


I took a long drag on the cigarette, lajdng mv head 
against the back of the seat and blowing the smoke 

Sak?” ^ 


“Huh? What’s wrong with it?” 

"WroDg? Nothing, You jnst seem more th» ft-. 
a converuble.” The fact that it was a — 
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certainly right— a rather trite status .symbol. Status 
’ sy7nbol; it sounded like a phrase out of the same book 
or whatever it was that had given me the phrase mid- 
dle-class morality. 

He shook his head. “Convertible’s too flashy,” 

It was a good point. I suppose his work did , require 
at least some semblance of dignity in the car he clrove. 
I suddenly began wondering what his salary was, I 
knew it was good, but I also knew there was moriey in. 
his family. From the occasional, vague references he’d 
made to his father, it was obvious that they weren’t 
very fond of each other — ^to put it mildly. Maybe that 
was why it mattered so much to Blake that Blake be 
called Mr. Gelezio, and someday be a vice-presi- 
dent. 

He glanced at me. “WTiat are you thinking?” 

“Huh? Oh. I was wondering how much money 
you’ve got.” 

“What?” 

I laughed. “If you could see your face ” 

“You were kidding,” 

. J shook my bead. “Is that so terrible?” 

He hesitated, then laughed. “No, I guess not. What 
did you decide?” 

I stretched. “That you’re well-heeled. A well-heeled 
■ heel.” I laughed. “Good Lord, that bad and I haven’t 
even had anything to drink yet.” 

I looked at him and it was obvious that Mr. Gelezio 
didn’t lihe to be called a heel. 

“Why — or maybe I should say ‘since when’ do you 
care how much money I’ve got?” 

“I didn’t say I cared — ^I only said I wondered— 
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or that I xoas wondering at the time you asked what I 
was thinking.” 

He pulled into a parking lot, handed his keys to the 
attendant, and got out. He walked around and opened 
the door for me. I took his hand and dimhed onto the 
street. 

We crossed over to a hotel and walked into the cock- 
tail loungd The piano player was good. 

We sat at one of the booths back from the bar. I felt 
like ordering ginger ale as I had on all our other dates 
when I’d wanted to be sure nothing I didn’t approve of 
might happen between us. 

He smiled. “What will it be?” 

I wondered whether he’d forgotten. It was certainly 
possible; Blake Gelezio hadn’t paid half as much at- 
tention to me in those earlier days. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Rye and ginger.” "RTiat 
the hell? Maybe I’d get drunk — ^it was Blake who was 
; picking up the check, not me. I could get drunk over 
: Frank on Blake’s money! Or was it Blake’s? Would 
he actually have the gall to put it on the expense ac- 
count? The idea struck me as very funny and I 
checked a sudden impulse to ask him. No, not even 
. Blake would do that. It wasn’t the' money, it was the 
!■ principle. 

^ I pulled out a cigarette. He leaned over, lighter all 
[ ready before I even had it in my mouth. 

K I took a long drag. “Thanks. Teh me what 
i pened.” 

^ “What?” 

“You. Blake, you’re actuaHy behav-in? like a 
man. Remember me? Ellie ' 
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ping department. There’s not .a damn thing I can do 
for you.” 

“I wouldn’t say that exactly,” he answered quietly. 

“Here it comes. What?” 

“You know -ahat." 

I slapped my hands down on the table between us. 
‘^That’s better. That’s the good old Blake I remem- 
ber 1” 

“And cut the sarcasm I ” He sounded furious. 

“Lower your voice. People are looking.’’ I felt sud- 
denly stupid. I wasn’t supposed to worry about that 
kind of thing anymore; I was supposed to be ‘sophis- 
ticated’. 

Blake’s reaction was exactly what I would have ex- 
pected. He glanced around quickly, then lowered his 
voice. I wondered what F rank would have done. 

“What the hell do you want from me?” he went on. 

“What makes you think I want anything?” 

The waitress brought our drinks and I suppose 1 
should have been flattered. She was pretty, but Blake 
didn’t even bother to look at her legs as she walked 
away. 

“Then why did you come?” 

“Blake, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Come on, come on, honey — the angle. You know 
what I want. Why are you here if you don’t want the 
same thing? WHaat do you want?” 

I picked up my purse and gloves. “Thanks for the 
drink.” 

He grabbed my wrist. 

“People are looking, durJ/Kg ” 

He let go. “I’m sorr 3 % Really. I don’t understand 
you. W*hat the heU makes you tick ? ” 
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He sat down again. “So finish your drink.” 

I checked a sudden impulse to toss it in his face. It 
would have been so easy — almost like an involuntary 
reflex. I could just picture his expression as it changed 
from shocked surprise to outraged indignation. The 
drink would drip off his face onto his shirt and suit 
jacket — that impeccably neat, hand-tailored suit. And 
everyone would be looking at us. 

So what? . 

But it was too late. The impulse was gone. 

I stood up. “Let’s go.” 

“I thought you wanted the drink,” 

“I know you . did.” I still couldn’t decide whether 
it was funny, pathetic or disgusting. 

He looked as though he felt he should say some- 
thing but couldn’t decide what. He settled for, “Come 
on.” 

The waitress came over, hurriedly adding up the 
check. He pulled a five-dollar bill out of his wallet and 
tossed it onto the table. 

“I’ll get 3mur change, sir.” 

“Keep it.” He took my arm. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

He took a second look. This time, he noticed 
her legs. 

We waited while the attendant brought his car to 
the street. From the size of the ‘thank you’, I imagined 
Blake had given him a pretty good tip. But then, Blake 
■was good about tipping. 

We got into his car and I began to feel warm all over 
from the drink; not high, just comfortable. I suppose 
if I generally drank more, it would have taken more 
than one for me to be able to feel it. 
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He pulled out into the traf&c. His lips were thm, jaw 

muscles tight. . , 

“Tell me, Blake, are you really as successful witn 

■women as you’d like people to think?’' 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

“I mean, you’re so awfuly rude. Why would a 

woman want you?” 

“You did,” he answered evenly. 

“I wanted you physically, but the real you shining 
through has counteracted it.” 

“Maybe the 'real me’ doesn’t 'shine through’ with 
other women. Maybe you’re just about the bitchiest fe- 
male I’ve ever-r — 

“What? Made?” 

“That’s about it.” 

“These are the moments when I can stand you, 
Blake. When you’re honest — ^revolting, but honest.” I 
looked out the window. “Where the hell are you go- 
ing?” 

“My apartment,” he answered quietly. 

I sat up straight. “Now look 

“Shut up.” He reached his arm over my shoulder, 
yanking me close. At first I started to pull — then 

I decided, what the hell? 

His arm was strong and I felt small and warm beside 
him. Maybe I could close my eyes and pretend he was 
Frank. I tried, only it ihdn’t work. I suppose I’d have 
. needed at hast five more drinks before anything like 
i/mf might begin to work. 

He pulled to a stop in front of one of those ne'w hr. r., 

scaped, luxury-arpartment bifildings on the un^- 
side overlooking the river. ^ ' 

Some kind of attendant opened ths car - 
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helped me out. Blake handed him the keys and slipped 
his ann over my shoulder. 

His apartment was beautiful and beautifully ar- 
ranged even to the lamp on a table beside the door 
which cast just the proper amount of dim light through- 
out the livingroom. The carpet was beige, wall to 
wall; the furniture was walnut modem, sturdy and in 
excellent taste. 

The bedroom was off to the right — ^no long hall be- 
tween the two rooms, as in Frank’s apartment. Blake 
seemed to have thought of everything. 

I poked my nose into the kitchen, then turned 
around and faced him. '‘Very nice. Let me guess. 
You’ve got stereo hi-fi and etchings.” 

He smiled. “No etchings.” He pointed to the wall 
above the couch. ‘ ‘An original Picasso.” 

I looked at it. “I like it.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

, “No stereo?” 

He grinned. “Sure. Want to hear my record collec- 
tion?” 

“Not particularly.” 

I looked at him and suddenly realized he was unsure 
of himself. The great lover didn’t quite know how to 
begin! Or maybe it was just me — ^as he’d said earlier, 
he couldn’t figure me out. I’d heard somewhere that 
that was supposed to be flattering to a woman. With 
Blake, I found it annoying. 

I wondered whether it had been this way last time. 
Maybe I’d been so imsure of myself, I hadn’t noticed. 

I tried to keep my face straight and I suppose the 
effort was obvious. “Aren’t you supposed to sweep me 
off my feet along about this point? Aren’t you supposed 
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fumbled -witli the catch on the bra, I got a sudden pic- 
ture of me referring him to Frank for lessons on open- 
ing bras and almost laughed. 

Then he was yanking and ripping at the rest of my 
clothes, his hands rough, face intense and I wound up 
helping him. He started to take care of his own clothes 
as he had last time. I reached over and opened his belt. 
At first, he looked startled. 

“You lazy bastard,” I spat. Then I suppose I looked 
startled; Ellie Michaels^ your language is deteriorating 
at a frightening ■pace! 

He lauded. “Okay, ohay 

We were both naked when we came together, and 
1 suppose, for him, it was pretty much as it had been 
ast time. For me, it was one heU of a lot different; I’d 
lad a good teacher. The quick, hard movement of his 
Mghs was met by mine with all of the elemental in- 
tincts that had come alive when I was with Frank, 

‘ i I was climbing that same hUl; reaching for that 
ame handful of sunlight — and it was there; I held it 
n the feel of his breath on my throat, the beat of his 
leart against my breasts, rising from the real meeting 
if our bodies and spreading through me like heavy 
iquor; tingles rising to a shrieking pitch, then silence, 
low and gentle silence broken only by deep breathing 
and the sound of a clock ticking somewhere in the semi- 
darkness of Blake Gelezio’s bedroom. 
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Chapter Ttv^vs 


He rolled onto lus back, eyes closed. 

I sat np. “Got a cigarette?” 

He looked at me. “Bitchl ” 

“Ejik?" 

“How many guys since me?” 

I could feel the color rising in my face. “Gee. I really 
can!t remember off hand. Why? What's your prob- 
lem?” 

“You sure as hell didn’t waste any time.” 

“Well, darling, I can’t be a virgin every time rrith 
you. Besides, why do you care?” 

“I don’t” 

“Like hell you don’t.” 

“There are cigarettes in the headboard. Slide the 
panel.” 

I did. There were cigarettes, okay, and a dean ash- 
tray; certainly better planning than Frank with on^ 
a half-empty pack in a drawer. 

I took a long drag. “Tm really trying to under- 
stand you, Blake. Is it because as long as you were the 
only one, there’d be no rhp.-nre of me -m? 
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Comparing you with somebody else? Or was it that 
you wanted to be the only one where it worked for me, 
— ^you wanted me to think it was just you so that Pd 
be willing and available whenever you wanted it? Or 
was it that Mr. Gelezio’s women are ejected to remain 
loyal to him and him only for as long as it lasts. Are 
you supposed to be so irresistible no woman could 
think of another man after she’d been in bed with you? 
You know, you did leave something to be desired last 
time.” 

“I didn’t want to leave it that way and you know it! ” 

“Well I frankly can’t see that there was much dif- 
ference between the two times except that I’d changed 
— I knew a little more.” 

He rolled onto his side, laying his hand on my stom- 
ach. “EUie, honey ” 

I laughed. “Go on. Show me all your little tricks. Pm 
willing.” 

He jerked his hand away and for half a second, I 
'^thought he was going to hit me. I grabbed his wrist. 
‘And cut that out! As far as I’m concerned, honey, 
cavemen belong in caves. I live in the city because I 
like it.” 

' He threw his arms around me, holding me close and 
I knew he hated me. The whole thing was insane. I let 
him kiss me. I felt his thumbs bard against my nipples. 
His hand moved down over my stomach, stopping be- 
tween my legs. I can’t honestly say I was particularly 
impressed, but it was working. I tightened my arms 
around his back, running my fingers through Ms hair. 
I kissed his shoulder then bit him. Why the hell did I 
do that? I felt a shudder run through his body, his 
tongue warm and alive against mine. 
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He pressed down on me and the weight of his chest 
made it hard for me to breathe. “Take it easy, you two- 
ton ape 1” 

The pressure lessened and I waited for the rest of 
it, my thighs rising and falling in gentle, almost auto- 
matic anticipation. I felt his hand trying to bring us 
together. I reached down and touched him; maj'be I 
could help. 

He shoved me away, roughly — but not before it was 
too late; not before I knewl 
He broke away and rolled onto his side, not facing 
me. 

I closed my eyes and breathed deeply; my heart was 
pounding, my body was still expecting what my mind 
kept telling me to forget. Take it easy, Ivliss hlichaels, 
you’ll live. You’ve been through it before; it was like 
this before — for you, at least, it was like this the Srst 
time. 

My breathing became more regular; my heart 
stayed just about the same. 

I looked at him. He was- sitting on the side of the 
bed with his back towards me, smoking a dgaretts, 
and for some insane reason, I was frightened. I wsitsd 
to tell him it was all right, that it was probably my 
fault, that as far as I was concerned, no one else 
ever have to know. Instead, I just lay there. 

I closed my eyes. 

His voice startled me. “Get out” 

“Blake, I — I’m sorry.” 

“Shut up. Get out,” 

I picked up my 
“Blake ” 



“It was yo7c, bitch, it never happened with anyone* 
but you I” 

Maybe it was true. Maybe not. 

“Real funny, huh? You tell anybody, PIl say you’re 
a liar. I’ll smear you so badly " 

“Stop it!” 

“Get out.” 

He still hadn’t looked at me; not even once. 

I walked out of the apartment. 

The evening had turned chilly. That was good. I 
needed it. 

I caught a cab. Go ahead, splurge. Then I coiild 
smoke. I was beginning to feel like what he’d called 
me. The only time I’d realized he was unsure of him- 
self was in the livingroom right before he’d slapped 
me. He should have slapped me again. He should have 
given me a black eye or something — anything rather 
than just sitting there, staring at the wall, smoking a 
cigarette. 

\ At least past experience had shown he couldn’t have 
me fired. I wondered what it would have been like if I’d 
taken that job in his department — the one he’d ‘of- 
fered’ me in his own quaint way. 

I was glad we wouldn’t see each other very often. I 
knew he usually didn’t get in until around ten and I 
was usually there between nine and nine-thirty. 

It' was a little before eleven when I got back to the 
apartment. Janet was watching the roaring rlimar of a 
television show and only nodded when I walked in. I 
was glad. 

I took a shower. I smiled. It would be absolutely in- 
conceivable to Janet that I could possibly have gone 
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to bed -svitb Blate after I'd slept -svitb Frank and 
■R'anted so much for Frank to call. 

I went to bed and wrapped my arms around the pil- 
low. No, he couldn’t have me fired, but was there any- 
thing else he could do? He’d said he’d smear me if I 
told anyone. Maybe he’d do it an\wra5% just on the 
chance. I might be talking about it. 

Even if he didn’t, suppose I ran into him on the ele- 
vator. We got in at difi'erent times, but it was far from 
inconceivable that we might be Iea\ing together. 

I thought of quitting. Dammit, I didn’t v)av.t to quit. 
I’d been there eight years. Sure, it wasn’t particularly 
exciting, but I liked it Also, the money was good. 
And I liked my boss. 

I tried to picture John Kramer’s reaction if I told 
him I was quitting. He’d probably say something like, 
‘Ridiculous. You can’t quit’ I knew he depended on 
me for a lot of details. I also knew this would be the 
worst possible time for him to try and break in some- 
body new. 

But maybe I owed it to Blake. IVIaybe it was tlie 
only way I could say I was sorry so he’d hear it. 

I smiled. I knew I shouldn’t; it wasn’t really funny, 
it was pathetic. I thought of the original Picasso and 
the way the lamp by the door cast just enough light. 

Maybe it hadn’t ever happened to him before. I 
guess I didn’t know enough about that sort of tiling to 
really form an opinion. 

The ne.xt morning, I was locking the door to tlie 
apartment when Dave Kelly across tlie hall walked 
out. He smiled. “Good morning." 

“Hi. Isn’t this a little early for you?’’ 
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He shrugged his shoulders, “Can't have every- 
thing.” 

We walked to the elevator. I was startled by how. 
blue his eyes were; Blake's eyes were gray. I suppose 
I’d forgotten — or else I’d never been that conscious of 
Dave before. That day when he’d made the half- 
hearted pass, it had been more or less understood that 
if I were the kind of girl who simply didn’t, okay, but 
he wasn’t interested. Maybe that was why I’d never 
particularly noticed bis eyes — until now. 

I checked my thoughts — fast. That was no answer 
— ^sleep with every man who wanted me because Frank 
Jelenzey didn’t. 

‘TIow are you doing on the smoking?” 

“I quit — again.” 

“Good for you 1” 

“It’s been three days.” He jerked his head back and 
forth several times in quick succession. “So far, I’m 
perfectly fine.” 

I laughed. 

We stepped off the elevator into the lobby. He took 
a second look at me. “Hey, can I give you a lift?” 

“Which way are you going?” 

“Westchester.” 

“You work in Westchester?” 

“For the next couple of weeks, I do. I work with 
writers whose manuscripts are dose, but not exactly 
what we want to publish. This particular writer lives 
in Westchester.” 

I nodded. “Thanks anyway, but I can take the bus. 
I’d be out of your way.” 

He grinned. “At least I tried,” 

It was a nice grin; no smirks. I wondered whether 
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it ^vould have been different if he’d known I' was no 
longer the rigidly virtuous young woman who’d turned 

him down so many months ago. 

John Kramer was already in' his office when I got 

in. 

I moved behind my desk and picked up where I’d 
left off yesterday. 

I went out to lunch around one-thirty. 

I got onto the elevator and Blake was there. His arm 
was touching the shoulder of some girl with black hair 
and I assumed she was with him. My eyes met his and 
I could feel the color rising in my cheeks. He looked 
about as uncomfortable as I felt. He nodded an awk- 
ward hello, lips thin and I conld feel his hate as thick 
as smoke in a crowded room. 

The girl glanced at me, then stepped a little doss to 
him. I suppose it was funny; the subtle dexcastradcr: 
that Blake Gelezio was with her and whoever the he“ 
I was, I’d better notice and keep it in mind. 

I slowed up when the elevator doors cc^eh hr the 
lobby; ^ve them time to get ahead of me. Xr 
in bumping into each other tryins to set m the 
—maybe standing side by side vah^ r— c — 
else to get in or out of the door. ' ' 



I'd forgotten about lunch tinies: the possibiiify of 
seeing Blake. I vras sure my lunches were as irregular 
as his — we'd probably go on meeting in the elevator — 
probably two or three times a week. We always had. It 
was where I'd first seen him. 

I honestly tried on the sandwich, but only got about 
a quarter of it finished. 

I lit a cigarette; another . advantage of coming 
in after one. I didn’t have to feel guilty if I kept the 
, seat long enou^ to finish the cigarette. 

I remembered the da5rs when I’d -so looked forward 
to the elevator meetings; it was almost fuimy, I sup- 
pose. 

I decided I’d quit. The only future for me in the job 
I had would be financial — ^but I could probably do just 
as well someplace else. If I’d been seriously interested 
in a career, I would have had myself transferred out 
of the shipping department years ago. Sure, I liked 
John Kramer — I liked him even more, now that I was 
thinking about not seeing him again, but that couldn’t 
be helped. Besides, it wasn’t impossible that I’d find 
someone else as easy to work for as be was. 

I finished the coffee. The day was cool, but my bands 
were perspiring. 

Kramer was still at his desk when I got back to the 
office. I hesitated, then knocked. 

“Come in.” 

I opened the door. He had the phone receiver bal- 
anced between his shoidder and his ear, holding a card- 
board container of coffee in one hand and making notes 
on a yellow tablet with the other. 

“Yeah,” he was saying, “Yeah, sure-rl’U check it 
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)ut. Look, I don’t hiow what happened— Yeah, oka;.. 
[’ll get back to you,” 

He hung up. “What is it, j>Iiss Ivlichaels i 

The phone rang. He piched up. W'eah? ‘Wha^-c' 
reld his hand over the mouthpiece, then released 
long enough to say, “Kramer. Hold on 

I got it out fast “I’m quitting.” 

“What?’’ He turned his attention back to tbs phone, 
talked quickly, hung up and looked at me. ^What do 
you mean, ‘quitting’?” 

"Just that.’’ 

“Ridiculous, You can’t quit” 

I tried not to smile and it wasn’t easy; it was er-nctly 
what I’d thought he’d say.” 

“Mr. Kramer, I am quitting,” 

“We’ll talk about it nent week.” 

“There’s nothing to talk about I — ^FII give you a 
month’s notice, if you want that much,” 

“Sit down.” 


I did, uncomfortably. 

“Now what’s the trouble?” 

I tried to picture his face if I told him the truth. I 
knew I’d have to stop thinking like that; I’d end up 
smiling in the wrong places in the conversation and he 
might think I was treating it as a joke. I didn’t want 
him to think that — ^not him. “There’s no trouble,” I 

looked away from him and I suppose it was obvious 
that I was Ijing, 


■Miss alichaels, how long have you been here?” 
I^Qod up. ‘Took, I— I mean I’m leaving, and that’s 
It. The only thmg we have to settle is when.” I was 
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sorry for the way it sounded; almost as though I were 
angry at him and I certainly wasn’t. “I — I’m sorry,” 
I offered awkwardly. “I didn’t mean to snap.” 

His voice was soft. “What is it, money? I could 

probably get you a raise 

“No, it’s not money,” 

“Have yougot another job?” , 

"No — I mean, not yet.” I didn’t want to answer 
any more questions; I wanted to walk out and, I sup- 
pose if it had been anyone except John Kramer, I 
wouldhave. 
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“You getting married?” 

I laughed, “No,” 

“It’s not that funny. Those things do harpetL" ^ 

“So I’ve heard,” I answered dryh*. No, t::at — — ^ 
3 me out right either; that was almost as _ 

fere looking for a husband and hadn’t been aale t~ 
nd one, I wondered how much the sudden unsnrsiess 
ad showed because he picked up right away. 

“Miss Michaels, you are an attractive young woman 
nd I have wondered on more than one occasion how 
nuch longer you’d be with us, but I had at least hoped 
rou’d continue after the wedding until about the ninth 
nonth of your pregnancy.” 

First I was startled, then I laughed, '‘hlr. Kramer, 
[had no ideal I’m flattered.” 

“I’m glad that you’re flattered. Now why the hell 
are you talking about leaving?” 

He waited. 

I looked away, awkwardly. “Look, I — I mean, the 
reasons are personal.” 

“Something to do with whoever it was who tried to 
get you fired?” 

I d forgotten. I could feel the color rising in my face 
“I see,” he answered quietly. “And vou feel there 
may be more problems from this same source?” 

I swallowed hard. ‘Tkcse donh I— r- c-rrr i 
don’t want to leave— I just hav= t: -- "r"— '-IT 

1 want to” ~ 

“Why don’t you think it - 

‘‘No!” 

He let out a deep bream, 

here is not in jeopardv." ^ prnir hr 

“I know. Thanks.-'' 
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“If I ask you — ^personally— then would you recon- 
sider?” 

Ishooloinyhead. “Icaa’t.” . 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sorrjf.” 

“I — ^will a month be all right?” . . ’ 

“Six weeks.” 

“Six -weeks?" At two or three times a week, it would 
mean seeing Blake in the area of twelve to sixteen 
times. 

He looked curious., “You want out that badly?” 

Inodded. , ' , 

“Okay. We'll see. I’ll get somebody to do the pre- 
liminary screening — you can do it. Check with Mary 
on which agencies we deal with. Also, get somebody 
from one of the temporaries so you’ll have more time 
for the interviewing. Let roe know when you’ve got 
somebody you think is right.” 

Inodded. “How long ” 

“Depends — on you. When you think you’ve got her, 
bring her in. If she looks okay to me, she’s hired. Give 
us one week to help break her in.” 

“Okay. Thanks ” 

“Look, if you — I mean, if you decide you want to 
talk about it ” 

“Sure. Thanks.” 

I walked out. 

I went back to my office and dialled Blake’s exten- 
sion. I gave his secretary my name, tlren waited. ~ 

It was a long minute before I heard his voice. ! 
wondered how much of it had been spent debating 
about whether he wanted to talk to me. 

“Yeah?” , . ' 

“Blake, I’m leaving. Fm quitting.” ; 
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There was a slight pause, followed by, “WTien?” 

“Probably within a month.” 

“Don’t do me any favors.” 

I thought of a flip answer, but settled for, “I’m not” 
I’d done enough to Blake with the flip answers. 

“Suit yourself.” 

He hung up. 

I checked with Mary, then called the emplojonent 
agencies. 

When I got back to the apartment that evening, 
Janet was in the kitchen. I dumped my purse on the 
couch and kicked off my shoes. 

She came into the . living room, wearing an apron 
over the dress she’d worn to work this morning. “Hi. 
Did you eat yet?” 

“Huh? No.” 

“Good! I’m treating us. I got steaks.” 

I looked at her and snnled. My stomach was still a 
mess, my head hurt and I’d been debating about set- 
tling for an eggnog and maybe a piece of toast — I hon- 
estly didn’t know whether a steak would stay dovcn. 
“Thanks — I owe you a steak.” 

“I’Ucookit” 

I knew the least I could do was try. She walked 
back into the kitchen. 

The telephone rang. 

She was in the living room in about two seconds. 
“That’s probably Charlie. He said he'd call.” 

She grabbed the receiver. I was already' on nu" feec 
for my tactful little trip into another room when I 
heard her say, “Oh, hi, Frank- ” 

I swung around, feeling suddenly shaky. 
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“Yes,” she went on, “she’s here. Wait a second 

She handed me the receiver, her face a living ques-. 
tion mark of anticipation. I waved her back into the 
kitchen as I sat on the couch. 

She looked almost apologetic; as though she’d for- 
gotten our rules but would try not to let it. happen 
again. 

“Hello?” I was making a conscious effort to keep 
my voice calm. 

“EUie, this is Frank. I want to see you.” 

I felt all mixed up. I felt like slapping him and hug- 
ging him; I wanted to hurt him — deeply, but even the 
thou^t of him being hurt fri^tened me. He wanted 
to see me — jtist like -that. Like last time. No, that 
wasn’t fair. We’d had a date last time and I’d ci^ed it 
off then back on again. 

“Ellie,you still there?” 

‘Yes.” 

“Can I pick you up?” 

May I pick you up, I thought. “No. I — ^I’m busy.” 

For half a second, I was afraid he’d be angry. Fd 
said it because / was angry; maybe because I resented 
him taking me for granted — calling me at six-thirty 
and suddenly wanting to pick me up. 

“I’m about ten minutes away from you. time 
would you fte free?” 

I wondered whether he’d believed me. Probably cot. 
“Frank, I’m not busy. I only said I was because I was 
angry that you hadn’t called before now. Angry and— , 
oh hell, I guess I was 

“I’ll be there in about ten minutes.” He hung up- 

It was about two more minutes before Janet came 
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out of the kitchen, obviously biting her lip to keep from 
asking me what had happened. 

I laughed. My hands were shaking and I hoped she 
didn’t notice. “He’s coming over.” 

. She looked as though she’d gotten just what she 
wanted for Christmas. “Did he say why he didn’t call 
before?” 

“No.” 

“Maybe he was tied up on a case or something.” 

I told her with a look what we both knev/ — that he 
still could have foimd time to pick up a phone. 

“ — or something,” she repeated awkwardly. “Hey, 
do you want me to leave?” Her face turned suddenly 
pink before she’d even finished the sentence. 

I guess mine was about the same color, rapidly deep- 
ening. “He is not coming over to go to bed with me I” 

She looked ready to cry. “I didn’t mean ” 

I jumped to my feet “I know you didn’t. I’m sorry, 
Janet, I’m so sorry. It’s not fair of me to take it out on 
you.” 

“I could go to a movie or something — 1 mean, if you 
want to talk to him.” 

I shook my head. “He might think I’d asked you 
to.” 

“Oh. Okay. Hey, do you still want the steak?” 

“Let’s save it for tomorrow.” 

“Okay. I’ll save mine too.” 

I went out in the kitchen and made the egsnog. It 
went down easily enough and in about two minutes, I 
realized it would probably stay there. 
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Chapter Thirteen 


I started to comb my hair then tossed the comb 
back onto the dresser. It was ridiculous. If I got ft all 
neat and exactly the way I wanted, I could worry about 
it getting out of place again; I could think about my 
hair instead of Frank — I could concentrate on how 
'' neat my hair was and then the other things wouldn’t 
seem so important. Besides, I wouldn’t want Frank to 
think I’d combed it just for him. 

I shook my bead about three times and re-checked 
the nairror. Yes, that was better; it was pretty much as 
it had been before I’d started. 

The downstairs buzzer sounded and I jumped, 
startled. 

I walked into the kitchen to answer it, half-expect- 
ing Janet’s usual T’ll get it’ to reach it before ! did. . 

She was leaning against the sink, looking oddly self- 
conscious. “I can at least stay out of your way.” 

“Don’t be silly,” I answered awkwardly. 

The doorbell rang. 

I walked into the hah and answered. . 
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He was wearing a white shirt, open at the neck with 
the sleeves rolled np and a pair of dark gray slacks. 
My first reaction was wondering whether he might be 
cold. It was too cold for no jacket. 

Our eyes met and I knew he wanted to kiss me, 
maybe even as much as I wanted it. He put his hands 
on my shoulders. 

“Hi, Frank.” It came from Janet, awkwardly. 

He smiled. “Hi, kid 

At least it was nice to know it didn’t bother him— 
Janet knowing. Or maybe it was just that he was used 
to it and I wasn’t; used to having a girl know he hadn’t 
been exactly only holding hands with her roommate. 
Or maybe he wasn’t even thinking about it. I’d got- 
ten the feeling before that what anyone else thought 
wasn’t particularly important to him. 

He looked back to me. “Let’s go.” 

I wanted to ask him ‘where?’ I wanted to tell him I 
wouldn’t go to his apartment with him; that he 
couldn’t simply call me at any last minute and e^ect 
me to drop everything and hop into bed with him, but 
Janet was still standing there and I fhinl- a scene Hke 
that would have been as hard on her as it would have 
been for me with her watching. 

“I’ll get a sweater,” I answered quietly. 

I went into the bedroom. 


When I came back out, he and Janet were talking 
about her wedding. I couldn’t help noticing the " 
she looked at him— as though he were suddenlv uii 
ferent. I suppose he seemed difierent to me too: iavK 
because I kne>> him so much better and I sncn-cse 
knew him a little better throush. -Vcv ' 
my reactions after Td sisrt 
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stumbled onto one of those little axioms of life: if a 
woman wants to really know a man, she should go to 
bed with him. 

He slipped his arm over my shoulders and we 
walked out. 

I gave up on trying to talk back to him; trying not 
to show how much Pd wanted to see him. I stood close 
to him in the elevator, not speaking, only feeling his 
arm around me, the touch of his cheek against my 
hair. 

We got into his car and stayed close while he 
started driving. 

“Where are we going.” 

“Friend’s place. He gave me the key.” 

I closed my eyes, feeling my hands turn into fists. 
Then I moved away from him. 

He looked startled and pulled to the curb. It was a 
no parking zone in the middle of Manhattan with peo- 
ple walking by and other cars passing in both direc- 
tions. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked seriously. 

“You. It’s a little too sordid, that’s all.” 

“What?” 

“Your friend’s apartment. What happened? Meet • 
somebody in a bar and she turned you down? So you 
decided, what the bell? Elbe’s right around the comer 
— only ten minutes. I’ll call her.” 

He let out a deep breath. “EUie, I want to 
marry you.” 

How startled I was must have showed. He lauf 
“You look like I just kicked you in the stomach.” i, 

. I wished he hadn’t said it. If only he’d gb 
some inkling, maybe I could have stopped him 
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man were thinking but it hadn’t mattered because Fd 
known it wasn’t true. 

We stepped o2 the elevator. He took a key from 
his pocket and opened one of the doors. 

We walked inside. 

The place looked as though it had been hastily 
cleaned up with maga 2 dnes on the end tables at trying 
angles. A bookcase near the couch had two shelves 
filled with the Barvard Classics, the top shelf crammed 
tight with soft cover murder mysteries. I laughed and 
pointed. “I can see why likes you.” 

“Huh?” His glance followed the direction of my 
finger. He laughed. “Oh — yeah.” 

He put his hands on my shoulders and looked at me. 
I didn’t want him to talk; only hold me, want me as 
I wanted him and in no other way. 

He kissed me, running his fingers through my hair, 
his hands hard against my breasts. “I wanted to call , 
■' you,” he whispered, “I almost asked you last time we 
were together, but I wanted to be sure. I started to ask 
you. Then after I brought you home, I figured I better 
wait; I better give myself time to think. I wanted to 
call you so bad. Twice I even dialled your number, but 
I hung up before it rang.” 

Badly, badly, badly, not bad, I thought. My God, 
it was grotesque I I wanted to cry, I wanted to screai5o. 

I didn’t want him to go on anymore, but I was afraid 
to stop him; afraid he’d stop holding me. 

I wondered what was wrong with me. I wondered 
why his grammar was suddenly so important— I’d 
noticed it before, but it hadn’t ever seemed this im- 
portant. 
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“Stop whaf? I’m not touching you anymore. Oh, 
•wait a minute — ^that was okay^ wasn’t it. No com- 
plaints in that department.” 

“That’s 

“What? Crude? Vulgar?” 

‘TJnfair,” I answered quietly. 

“Unfair?” • 

“The house — ^the little house with a lawn and 
bicycles in the front yard. You still want it?” 

I could feel him watching me, closely — anticipat- 
ing, analyzing, distrusting. “Yeah. Why?” 

For half a second, I’d almost hoped. But it wotildn’t 
have done any good — ^it wouldn’t have worked 
anyway. “You said you’d changed.” 

He_ shrugged his shoulders and took another drag, 
"bn the cigarette, then stubbed it out. “I thought I had. 

I suppose it was partly from listening to Charlie all, 
:N,tie time. For crissake, it’s all he talks about. 

' other part — the big part — that was knowing you. 

never knew anybody like you before. I guess it just 
took a little time to learn we don’t play in the same 
league.” 

“Now •wait a ” 

“No, it’s okay, honey — was just confused. I just 
got a roll in the hay mised up with something else.^. 
That’s about all it was, right?” ' 

“Did I ever pretend it was anything more?” l! 
answered evenly. 

He was quiet. 

“Did If" I insisted. 

“I’m trying to remember, okay?” 

I sat down beside him and stretched out my legs. 
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My head hurt. “It was more than that and you know 
it. It is more than that.” 

He shook his head. 

“What do you mean?” I asked uncomfortably. 

“Honey, I mean Pm going to get you out of 
my system. First Pm going to find me a nice piece and 
then Pm going to get good and drunk.” 

I looked at him. “My God, you really mean it I ” 

He looked startled, then he laughed. “Of course I 
mean it.” 

“But why? Why can’t we go on seeing each other?” 

“Because I’m in love with you, for crissakel ” 

“Well maybe Pm in love with you tool ” 

“Then why ?” 

“Why don’t I want to marry you? Frank, I don’t 
want to marry afiybody. The house — ^kids — ^Friday ' 
night at the movies; I don’t want it. I grew up with 
it all around me and I don’t want it.” 

“Well what the hell do you want?” 

“I — 1 don’t know,” I answered simply. 

He shook his head and stood i^^Gpo^luck-on - 
finding it.” 

He started towards the door. I caught his arm and 
he jerked free, almost throwing me off balance. “Cut 
itoutl” 

“What? Touching you? Wanting you? Tr>-ing to 
stop you from walking out that door?” 

“That’s about it.” 

“No!” 

At first I thought he was angiy, then he laughed. 
“You going to stop me?” 

“Yes.” 
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The grin remained. “I’m bigger than you are.” 

I smiled. Maybe I thought it was funny, maybe I 
was flirting with him or maybe I wanted to feel I was 
in on the joke, not its subject. I put my arms around 
him and stood dose, the length of our bodies touching. 

He kept his han^ at Ms sides. “Oh, I see — ^you’re 
going to make me.” 

“That’s cru " I broke off, but it was too late. 

“That’s -what? Crude?” He started to lift my arms 
from his shoulders, but I hung on as tightly as I could. 
I grabbed the back of his hair, twisting it between my 
■fingers, then touched my lips against his — breaking 
away, touching again — Slightly, teasingly. It was cruel 
and selfi^ and I knew it, but maybe if I could get it 
to work this time, then there’d be a next time and I 
could go on and on seeing him until — I broke off. Un- 
til what? Where would it go? I didn’t know, but with 
-..his arms around me, it didn’t matter; if only he’d put 
arms around me J 

He started to turn his head then suddenly stopped, 
holding me with all the strength and force I’d ever 
remembered. His mouth came down on mine — ^hard; 
so hard I could taste blood and suddenly I was almost 
afraid but I still didn’t want him to stop. I moved my 
hands between us, palms fiat against his chest, feeling 
the strength and hardness of his bodJ^ I moved my 
thighs against his and knew he wanted me at least as 
much as I wanted him. I touched him over his clothes 
with my hand, then drew away, stupidly self- 
conscious about having done it, only at that point, it 
was more than a little too late. He. half pushed, half 
pulled me, then both of us were on the floor, still hold- 
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iBg each other, his fingers yanking and ripping at the 
cloth that kept us apart. 

Then there was nothing separating us, his hand be- 
tween uSj taking care of the last detail with intense 
perfection in spite of the way I kept twisting and 
fighting him. I don't even know why I was fighting; 
maybe it was just that all of it was, happening so fast 
I couldn’t keep up with it and I wanted to; I wanted 
it so terribly. 

His hands clamped down on my breasts, over the 
coarse wool material of my dress, his fingers rough and 
kneading. My arms were tight around him, hands 
yanking at his shirt until I could feel the warm flesh 
of his back, my fingernails cruel and digging, his 
thighs against mine at a pace I couldn’t match, but 
the hill was shorter, the sunlight closer and I could 
feel a low moan rising in my throat; escaping from my 
lips seconds after his body had become still and tired 
against mine. 

He moved away, slowly, and I thou^t I felt his lips 
brush against my hair as he’d kissed it so many other 
times when he’d held me, but I coiildnT be sure. 

He pulled lumself onto his knees and began fi^g 
his clothes. I touched his arin, half expecting him to 
jerk away. He didn’t, and I wondered whether he 
wanted it as much as I did~the tenderness after- 
wards. If he did, it was apparent he wasn’t about to 
admit it. 

“Why did you wait for me?” I asked quietly, sud- 
denly remembering it had been over for him first. I 
knew he’d been hurt and angry; it would have been 
so easy for him to be cruel. 
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“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He was 
buckling his belt and seemed to be keeping his atten- 
tion right where it was. 

“You didn’t have to,” I went on. 

“I told you, I don’t know ” 

« ^what I’m talking about. Okay.” 

He stood up, making sure his shirt was tucked in. 
“Come on. I’ll take you home.” 

I got to my feet and straightened my clothes, 
“Frank — 

“What?” 

I looked at him, then suddenly threw my arms 
arotmdlum. 

“It won’t work,” he said dryly, “not twice in a row 
— not that close together.” 

“That’s not it, you know that’s not it.” I closed my 
eyes. “Hold me, Frank — ^just hold me.” 

His arms moved around me, slowly, and I kept my 
■'eyes closed, feeling small and warm and nothing was 
I i ortant anymore; nothing except the strength of 
his body against mine and knowing he stiU cared. 

Then his hands were on my shoulders, abruptly — 
shoving. I stepped back, almost losing my balance. 

“For crissake, EUie, what the hell do you want 
from me?” 

I stared at him, startled. 

“You want me to be in love with you?” he. went oh, 
*Why? You think it’s furmy?” 

“You know that’s not true I ” 

His voice was calmer. “Look, will you let me alone? 
Just forget you ever met mcJ^ 

“I can’t,” I answered simply. 
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“You call me, I’ll hang up on you ” 

I knew he meant it and all of the softness I d felt 
before was suddenly replaced by a feeling of panic- 

panic that I’d really never see him again. 

He opened the door and nodded towards the haU. 
“Come on.” 

We rode down in the elevator Vvithout spealdng. 
The doorman took a second look at me on the way 
out and his thoughts were obvious, but I didn’t care. 
For the first time in my life, I simply didn’t give a 
damn. I ivasnH ashamed. It was none of his business. 
ToheUwithMm. 

We got into Frank’s car and he started drirdng. I 
was sitting on the middle of fibe seat, holding a cig- 
arette with fingers that trembled. I thought about the 
house; the kids— seeing Frank every morning, watch- 
ing him shave. I remembered how much Td wanted 
to watch Hm shave. It was insane. I looked at his ace 
now and saw the darkening shadows that vrccdd 
disappear with a razor tomorrow morning. 

The lawn; the bicydes — maybe it wouliik ze sc 
bad. 


I dosed my eyes and wondered vccc tee zC 
thought I was kidding. Cookrng drsn^ ir a r 
apron; making sure the dog had fresh ^cer— T' 
nuts within a month, Frank cr no ? -?-> 

He pulled to a stop in front cc the acarnre- 
ing where I lived. I sat and Icc-hec 5 C 

rmnute. Our eyes met, thei ^ 

Okay, if that was the wav 
more tears — at least not f:czs 
hesitated to think what it w"- 





So Frank Jelenzey -would find himself a nice piece 
and— or maybe Vd served that purpose. Maybe now 
he’d just get drunk and skip the girl. 

I thought of everything he’d taught me; how 
different it had been with Blake the second time, 
thanks to Frank and his patient instructions. , Frank 
ranted me to marry him; I suppose I -was flattered. 
Dr maybe Frank bad wanted me to marry him— past 
Lense. 

He reached across me and opened the door for me 
to get out. Our bodies were so close; it would 
have been so easy to put my arms around him. He’d 
told me back in the apartment that it wouldn’t work 
— ^not twice in a row and that dose together, but that 
had been twenty minutes — maybe half an hour ago. 

I touched liis shoulder — gently, half expecting him 
to shove me away. 

He didn’t. He closed bis eyes. “Get out, EUie 
‘—please.' 

I dropped my arm. “I’m sorry'. Somebody called me 
■ • rmpleasant word for a female dog the other 
evening. Maybe they were right.” 

He looked at me and laughed. “'An unpleasant 
word for a female dog.’ ” 

I smiled. “Good night.” 

“So long.” It sounded more like a request than a 
statement. 

Okay. Request granted. / honestly never meant to 
hurt you, Frank, and I'm sorry, “So long,” I answered 
quietly. 

I got out and waited while he pulled away. He 
looked back — once. I’d wondered whether he would. 

I stood there and waited for the tears. 
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Only they didn’t come. 

I couldn’t understand it. 

I took a deep breath and walked into the building, 
swinging my purse at my side — lightly. I felt like 
tossing it up in the air and catching it; catch my 
purse, catch a snowball, catch a stone by a stream 
someplace in summer. 

The elevator stopped and one of tlie other tenants 
stepped off with her dog — ^time to walk tJie dog, mcc 
little dogl I leaned over and petted his head. “Good 
evening!” 

She seemed pleasantly surprised and I suddenly 
wondered whether I’d ever spoken to her before in all 
the years we’d lived in the same building. 

She nodded, “Good evening.” 

I got onto the elevator and pushed the button. 

I climbed off and started for our apartment, then 
leaned against the wall and dug out my keys. I sup- 
pose I could have rung tlie bell, but she might have 
been taking a nap or wrapped up in the climax of a 
television show. 

The door across the hall opened. It was Dave. He 
was v/earing dark brown slacks and a v/hitc shirt, 
open at the neck, tie still knotted, but loo.sc. He 
grinned when he saw me, throv/ing his hand into the 
air, one finger raised like an exclamation point. “Just 
the girl I wanted to seel ” 



So Frank Jelenzey would find Mmself a nice piece 
and — or maybe Vd served that purpose. Maybe now 
he’d just get drunk and skip the girl. 

I thought of everything he’d taught me; how 
different it had been with Blake the second time, 
thanks to Frank and his patient instructions. Frank 
wanted me to marry him; I suppose I was flattered. 
Or maybe Frank had wanted me to marry him~past 
tense. 

He reached across me and opened the door for me 
to get out. Our bodies were so close; it would 
have been so easy to put my arms around him. He’d 
told me back in the apartment that it wouldn’t work 
— ^not twice in a row and that close together, but that 
had been twenty minutes — maybe half an hour ago. 

I touched his shoulder — gently, half expecting him 
to shove me away. 

He didn’t. He closed his eyes. “Get out, Ellie 
^please” 

I dropped my arm. “I’m sorry. Somebody called me 
-- impleasant word for a female dog the other 
evening, hlaybe they were right.” 

He looked at me and laughed. “ ‘An unpleasant 
word for a female dog.’ ” 

I smiled. “Good night.” 

“So long.” It sounded more like a request than a 
statement. 

Okay. Request granted. I honestly never meant to 
hurt you, Frank, and Vm sorry. “So long,” I answered 
quietly, 

I got out and waited while he pulled away. He 
looked back — once, I’d wondered whether he would. 

I stood there and waited for the tears. 
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Chapter Fourteen 


I laughed. “Don’t tell me, let me guess. The 
tobacco industry just won another round.” 

He shook his head. “You’re not only beautiful, 
you’re brilliant!” 

I reached into my purse and tossed him the pack. I 
.kept rooting, then shrugged my shoulders. “Nope — 
‘ no matches.” 

“Matches? Oh, honey, Vve got matches. Boy, have 
I got matches! All over the apartment. I have to 
shovel them out of the bathtub before I can take a 
shower. I play with them on rainy days — ^build 
houses.” He winked. “Want to come over and count 
matches?” 

I knew he was kidding; good, clean fun. Brother, 
that’s what you think ! 

I smiled. “Why Dave, I’d love to count matches 
with you!” 

He looked startled. “You serious?” 

“Sure.” 

He pushed the door, then stood holding it open with 
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Ins back. “Step into my museum. I've cJsr co: 
genuine, unabridged Webster’s Dictionary'! 

“You’re kidding.” 

He shook his head. 

“Do you really need it?” 

“No, but my mother gave it to me. She figured since 
I was an editor, I should have it.” 

The apartment was pretty much as Fd remem- 
bered, except that last time, I hadn’t even noticed tlie 
magnificent full-sized dictionarj’^ on its own little 
stand by the window I 

There were other things I hadn’t noticed; such as 
the slight difference in layout between his apartment 
and ours. For one thing, there was no hall between 
the bedroom and living room; the layout here was 
similar to Blake’s. I remembered that Janet would be 
moving out when she married Charlie in January and 
I’d be looking for either a new room-mate or another 
apartment. I decided to skip it on the room-mate. I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to afford anything quite as 
nice as what we had now, but I looked around 
and decided this was the layout I wanted. 

New apartment; new job, but not in some shipping 
department cubby hole. I’d been flattered by how 
much Mr. Kramer had wanted me to stay. I’d also 
been encouraged. I decided I must have been a better 
secretary tlian I’d realized; I’d probably be able to 
get exactly the kind of job I wanted. 

There was a mass of papers on the coffee table. He 
scooped them neatly into a pile, then rcju^cd (hem 
to a corner of tire desk and v,alked 

“Drink?” 

“Okay.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 


I laughed. “Don’t tell me, let me guess. The 
tobacco industry just won another round.” 

He shook his head, “You’re not only beautiful, 
you’re brilliant 1” 

I reached into my purse and tossed him the pac- 
Lkept rooting, then shrugged my shoulders, “Noi;.'.-' 

? no matches.” ' 

“Matches? Oh, honey, Pve got matches. Boy, hav( 
I got matches 1 All over the apartment. I have t( 
shovel them out of the bathtub before I can take i 
shower. I play with them on rainy days — built 
houses,” He winked. “Want to come over and coun 
matches?” 

, I knew he was kidding; good, clean fun. Brother 
that’s what you think 1 

I smiled. “Why Dave, I’d love to count matches 
with you!” 

He looked startled. “You serious?” 

“Sure,” 

He pushed the door, then stood holding it open witi 
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his back, “Step into my museum. I’ve aUo got a 
genuine, unabridged Webster’s Dictionary! ” 

“You’re kidding.” 

He shook his head, 

“Do you really need it?” 

but my mother gave it to me. She figured since 
! was an editor, I should have it,” 

The apartment was pretty much as I’d remem- 
Dered, except that last time, I hadn’t even noticed the 
nagnificent full-sized dictionary on its own little 
stand by the windowl 

There were other things I hadn’t noticed; such as 
the slight difference in layout between his apartment 
and ours. For one thing, there was no hall between 
the bedroom and living room; the layout here was 
similar to Blake’s. I remembered that Janet would be 
moving out when she married Charlie in January and 
I’d be looking for either a new room-mate or another 
apartment. I decided to skip it on the room-mate. I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to afford anything quite as 
nice as what we had now, but I looked around 
and decided this was the layout I wanted. 

New apartment; new job, but not in some shipping 
department cubby hole. I’d been flattered by how 
much Mr, Kramer had wanted me to stay. I’d also 
been encouraged. I decided I must have been a better 
secretary than I’d realized; I’d probably be able to 
get exactly the kind of job I wanted. 

There was a mass of papers on the coffee table. He 
scooped them neatly into a pile, then removed them 
to a corner of the desk and walked to the bar 
“Drink?” . * 

“Okay.” 
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“What?” 

“Scotch?” 

He nodded. “How?” 

“On the rocks.” , - 

“Scotch on the rocks. Coming np,” He walked into 
the kitchen and returned with two ice-filled glasses. 
He started to pour, then turned around and nodded 
towards the couch. “Sit down. Kick off your shoes. 
Make yourself comfortable.” 

I moved to the couch, sat down, kicked off my 
shoes and made myself comfortable. 
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